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BIANCA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 
A Street in the City of Florence. 

Noise of fighting y dec. Enter on one side. Captain Mark- 
ham, with one or two soldiers, on the other, Elpino, 

Elpino. 
Captain Markham ? 

Markham. 
The same. Thou Elpino. 
Friends to Lorenzo each, so both are friends. 

Elpino. 

Frankly, and thus honored. How goes the day ? 

Markham. 
As most days do ; — 'tis blundering along 
The road of time, upon the cars of joy 
And grief. Tis jogging on ; *tis jingling on ; 
Fighting on ; robbing on ; and lying on ; 
And thanks to woman, that sweet merchandize 
The devil dealeth in, 'tis loving on ; — 
For a common sort o' day, the day goes well. 

Elpino. 
Common day ! 

B 



2 BIANCA. [ACT r. 

Markham. 
Aye, common day ; for *mid this whirl and blast 
We eat and drink, and tinkers mend their pots. 

Elpino. 
And yet, methinks, had gods themselves come down 
They'd— 

Mahkham. 
Made less noise ; for you Italians have 
More words than fighting — 
Tour General's a man of mark, and nerved 
To lead a troop of Englishmen. His blade. 
Himself, and I, his friend, are rarely match'd. 

Elpino. 
Gossip saith that thou hast cause to love him. 

Markham. 
Gossip's a fool ! she is fuU-tongued, fuU-tooth'd, 
In Italy, and every tooth venom'd. 

Soldiers C^ithoutJ. 
VitelU! Vitelli! 

Markham. 
His war-cry ! Look to't. C Enter Genoese soldiers, 

followed by VitelU, who cuts a soldier down who 
is bearing off Aura J. 

Soldier f carrying Aura J. 
A prize ! 

Lorenzo f cutting him down J. 
And I have won it. Dog ! 

Markham Chilling a soldier J, 
Well placed, Gen'ral. 
Dog ! both dogs dead ! Fighting's hot work in Italy. 

C Genoese soldiers Jly, pursued by Elpino and 
Florentine soldiers. J 
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Lorenzo. 
Sweet one, look up. 

Markham. 
If she do, and blink not, 
She's no judge of beauty. 

Lorenzo. 
She is not dead. 

Markham. 
Humph ! Place her in my arms, 

I cannot give advice without a fee. 

Lorenzo. 
How goes the day ? 

Markham. 
Now, how inquisitive 
These mad Italians are about the day. 

Lorenzo. 
Markham, look forth ; — ^young Bimini is dead. 
I slew him on the breach. (To Aura. J Oh! let thine eyes 
Steal silently upon this frantic scene. 
And strike it dumb with beauty. Is she gone ? 
If so, then Death hath cropp'd for his rude arms 
A joy that fell upon this earth's cold breast. 
And then expired. 

Markham. 
" Beauty, Death, Breasts, and Arms ! " 
What ! — Swords ! Lances ! Helms ! Gods ! these Italians ! 
That's poetry ! 

C Noise of fighting y and cries of " Vitelli**J 

Lorenzo. 
I dare not stay, Markham ! 
Yet dare not leave this delicate. 

(Enter Florentine soldiers flying before the Genoese, J 
Back, hounds! wouldst leap the haunch, yet fly the throat? 

B S 
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( To Markham.) Thon lovest me. ( To soldiers.) What, sirs ! 
(To Markham.) I'll prove thy love. 
(To soldier,) Another inch. 111 strike thee through. 
(To Markham.) Take her, this gentle one. 

fPlaces her in Markham s arms, J 

Markham. 

What ! nurse and be — 

Lorenzo. 
I've heard thy history ! — (To soldiers. J One moment, Sirs ! 
(To Markham. J To virtue's surest sanctuary, Home, 
Thoult take this pretty one, and in my name 
Bestow her safe, unsoil'd. Thou wilt do so. 
(To Soldiers. J I bid ye to a feast. Feed high ! Drink 

deep ! 
The hosts are " Death," " Glory!"— Sir runaway, 
I meet thee at the Eastern Gate. 

\Exity followed hy soldiers. 
Re-enters^ looks at Aura and kisses her, 

! stolen sweet. Markham, thou hast my soul 

Within thine arms. [Eant. 

Markham. 
And a very pretty soul it is, too. 
Here's a predicament for a soldier. 
And an Englishman ; one who loves fighting 
Better than beef, women better than both. 
To make me now a cradle of my arms 
For this fair piece of girlish loveliness. 
Fair snowdrop, thou'rt safe as with thy mother. 

1 have a memory would leap to life, 

Arm d cap-d-pie, and strike me dead, dared I 

To hurt defenceless innocence. I'll find 

A gentler couch for thee than these rude arms. 

[Exit'. 
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SCENE II. 

A large hall in the Ducal Palace, Duke, Senators, old 
men, women, and children, Bianca watching the Duke, 
who is walking impatiently about. 

Duke. 

Age ! age ! thou time-cr6wn*d skeleton of youth, 
Thou shaking citadel, tooth-wom of years, 
Fall ! fall ! and in thy ruins bury thought 
And ghastly shame. 

Bianca. 
Shame ? 

Duke. 
Bitter, bitter shame ! 
The shame of doing nought, so much doing. 
What ! thrown upon the ledge of yesterday ! 
Cobwebb'd ! Epitaph'd ! 

First Senator. 
I pray you. Sire, {Duke takes no notice). 

Second Senator. 
Most gracious Duke ! {takes no notice) ^ 

First Senator. 
When ebbing nature flags within our bloods. 
Have we not sons ? — I have a son who 'mid 
This day's ensanguined sport hath bled 
For me, for Florence, and her Duke. 

Second Senator, 
Sol. 

Third Senator. 
And so have I. 
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Duke {starting up — passionately). 
And so had I ! 
I had a boy — ^he bearded, and then died ! 
You have a son, and yon, and yon ! Taunt me! 
Ye brag about your sons — ^I had a son : 
He lives — lives here! {striking his breast). He died where 

men should die, — 
He died for what great hearts all pant to die, — 
He fell in battle — and for his country. 
And in Victory ! Victory ! Victory ! — 

First Senatob. 
Such thoughts are pleasant, Sire. 

Duke. 

Why wake me, then ? 
Give me my pith again, and what I'd do. 
Should make Olympus tremble into dust ! 
{To Senator) Drive thou thy sword through me — through 

this old heart, 
{To an old woman) Or thou, toothless as I — thy — thy 

bodkin ! 
A foolish — ^broken — tott'ring — idiot. {sinks on throne). 

Second Senator. 
Hath life, my Lord, no better aim than life? 

Duke. 

None! 
Living, I won this throne mine age will lose ! 
Lose ! Gods ! Ill die upon its steps. This blade — 

{Takes up sword). 
Was once a plaything in my nervous grasp. 
When Fame, a clarion'd god, sat plumed upon 
The empire of my heart. With this good sword. 
When blood was hot in me, I cleft a Turk 
From calpac to the saddle-bow ! — Ha ! Ha ! — 
See how the weapon staggers me ! {Noise without). 
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They come ! Aye — let them come — aye — let them come. 

(Flourishes his sword — recovers himself as soldier enters), 

{Enter soldier) . 

Ha! Thy news? 

Soldier. 
Good. 

Duke. 

That's pleasant news^ well told ; 
Thou'rt Spartan in thy talk. Give him that sword. 
Go on. 

Soldier. 
Lorenzo ! 

BiANCA (aside). 
Again Lorenzo ! 

Soldier. 
All lost — ^with valor desperate, and skill 
That set our oldest soldiers wondering, 

He swept the foe from street to street, till not 

(soldier rushing in wounded). 

Duke (calmly). 
WeU, sir ? 

Soldier. 
My liege 

Duke. 
S'death, man! choose terms when thou hast dined. 

, Soldier. 

Lorenzo ! Victory ! 

BlANCA. 

Again ! It grows on me. 

Soldier. 
He, and the English Captain, more than men. 
Have saved — (falters) This hurt — I hleed — I — Victory ! 

(Falls). 
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BlANCA. 

Bind up his wounds. {Takes her scarf from her shoulders 
and gives it to one of the ladies). 

Lady. 
Your scarf, Lady ? 

BlANCA. 

Yea, — were it Florence-worth. — A soldier, girl. 
And wounded in a righteous cause. I'd weave 
My arms ahout the gash, if they would keep 
One sacred drop of hlood within his veins. 

Duke {aside). 
Lorenzo ! Victory ! The twain are one. 
For light no surer waits upon the day, 
Than victory on young Vitelli's name. 
My Lords, this is a paragon, a gem. 
Such men are rare, they are not painted flies. 
That masque a summer's holiday, hut hees. 
Who, while they fill our courts with sweets, have stings 
To guard the honeycomh. {aside). We'll keep him close. 
We must — age grows on us ; there is no wall 
Twixt us and fiery blood that heats in Tuscany, 
Save our people's love — and that is — paper. 

First Senator. 
We all do hack your Grace's words with suits 
That you will act, and suddenly, to raise 
Vitelli to the chiefest place. 

Duke {aside). 
Is't so ? 
They think this elder buckler useless — worn. 
My lords, I will. {Aside.) But I will draw his fangs. 
My gentle Bianca, I've heard thee say 
Were Hector now alive, thou'dst rather be 
His shield-bearer than wive an Emperor ! 
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BlANCA. 

And so, my lord, I would, (Sound 0/ trumpets.) 

Duke (starting). 
Hark ! girl. That trumpet's breath blows cold on me, 
Tt chills mine age, and staggers me, the while 
It strengthens young Vitelli, lifts him up. 
He must be mine, for martial fame wins love, 
The people look through time upon my deeds. 
Much done fades in the light of present acts. 
Yes, we will bind him, bind him to our throne 
With chains of love. {Trumpets sound) Hark! girl, — 
{aside) it agues me. 
{Enter Lorenzo, Elpino, Ludovico, and other soldiers,) 
His port is noble — ^modest. ( To Bia?ica, ) Can'st love him ? 
{To Lorenzo,) Welcome! Welcome! {To Bianca,) Thou 

must, I do. Welcome ! 
Our frame feels strong again when propped on thee. 
{To Bianca,) Thou must. {To Lorenzo.) Medea had no 

charm like this 
To make kings young again. Welcome ! Welcome ! 

Lorenzo. 

So dear a burthen makes the prop more rich, 

As doth the purple vine the stem that beareth it. 

Would I were abler. 

Duke. 

Why, what needs a king. 

Or state, a prop more strong than he who fights • 

Their battles, aye, and wins them too ? 

Lorenzo {bowing). 

My Lord. 

Duke {to Bianca). 
How lik'st him, girl ? 

Lorenzo. 
I pray you, gracious Sire, 
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Observe these gendemen — tteir swords were sharp, 
Their courage great as mine, — I should he grieved 
To think their General reaped all the praise. 

LuDOVico {to Duke — Bianca overhears them). 
The glory of this sun hath paled our lights. 

Bianca (aside). 

That's true. 
Duke. 
Not so. Not so. Upon my dukedom, no ! 
For I embrace you all with kingly thanks. 
Each blade that hath a notch, or crimson on't. 
Is dear to me. Each common soldier, graced 
With noble wounds, ranks with his General 
In my esteem. The gallant Englishman ? — ' 

Lorenzo. 
Is absent. Sire, upon a special charge. 
{Aside,) Pray Heaven she be safe ! 

Duke {takes Bianca aside), 

Whate'er I do. 

What say, be thou, my chick, — thy mother was, — 

Obedient. 

LuDOVico {aside). 

Whafs this ? 

Duke {leading Bianca to Lorenzo). 
{To Bianca.) The times are ill. 
Lorenzo, when a king doth honour pour, 
like unctuous oils, upon a subject's head. 
For noble deeds, won honestly, he doth 
Himself more honour. Look upon my child. 
She's fair, and worth a soldier's eye, — ^his love. 

LuDOVico {to Duke). 
My Lord ! 

Duke. 

Presently. 
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Lorenzo (aside). 
I am all amaze. 

Duke. 
If thou wilt woo her with a tongue as sweet. 
As sharp thy sword, thou'lt wake responses rich, 
As doth the hand that sweeps the fluent harp. 

Lorenzo. 
I am not worthy her. 

Duke. 
That's to he proved. 

Lorenzo. 
Though nobly horn — yet I — 

Duke. 

Ill raise thee up. 

Elpino (to Lorenzo), 
Art mad ? 

GuiDO (to Lorenzo). 

Lose such a prize ! 

LuDOVico (to Bianco). 

What! Bianca? 

BlANCA. 

The Duke said *^ presently." 

Duke. 
I thought thou hadst more eagle in thy blood ; 
What, thou, the sword and target of the state ; 
And tremble at the daughter of a Duke ! 
A soldier such as thou art mate for Queens. 
A woman, at the best, is but a satellite. 
And she, tho' claiming kin with crowned kings. 
Doth borrow honour from an honourable man. 

Lorenzo. 
My gracious liege, (Duke turns away) I am dumb with 

wonder. 
( To Bianca.) Think not this backwardness is want of love. 
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I know not what to say ; an unskill'd hand 
Makes discord on the sweetest instrument. 

BlANCA. 

In love, true harmony, a prelude to 
An afterwards of music, soul replete. 

Lorenzo. 
I am too young in this. (Aside.) Where will it end ? 

BlANCA. 

An untaught tongue, with woman, pleaseth hest. 

(AsideJ) He plays so well, that when I bid him stop, 

I shall have grown unfriends with chorded sounds. 

(They walk aside,) 
Duke. 

That's well ! That's well ! 

LUDOVICO. 

My Lord — 
Duke (appearing not to hear him). 

Weave on ! Weave on ! 
He'll be a hedge 'twixt me and Genoa. 

LUDOVICO. 

My Lord ! My Lord ! 

Duke (appearing not to hear him). 
True, I love my nephew. 
Were I unshackled from the cares of state 
I might be — 

LUDOVICO. 

Duke. 

Duke. 

He is my sister's son, 

And I intend to place him. next myself. 

(Turns to Ludovico.) Well ! sir? 

LUDOVICO. 

You promised yesterday — 

Duke. 
Thou should'st be Governor of Eimini. 
Thou art. — 



1 
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LUDOVICO. 

Your daughter's hand. 

Duke. 
Did we ? (Aside), Weave on. 
I think that we dare negative our sister's son. 
(To Ludovico.) Did we? Bury yesterday, write "forget" 
Upon its tombstone, as an epitaph. 
Thou'rt of our blood, and we, sweet nephew, can 
Take liberties with blood. (Leans on Ludovico' s shoulder,) 

Ludovico. 
But is this just? 

Duke. 
To me it is, and to the state. (Aside,) 'Tis well. 
The fox, the fox, my sister s son, and not 
The lion, governs states successfully. 
(Aside). Weave on ! Weave on ! Policy, dear nephew. 
Policy — 

Ludovico. 
Must crush — 

Duke. 
Affection in a King. 

Ludovico. 
But, Sire. 

Duke. 
Another time, another time ; 
The banquet waits, you will attend us, Lords. 
The cellars of the state are brim with wine, 
Shall fire old hearts, and set young heads aswim. 
Lorenzo — daughter, we will follow ye. 
Nephew, thine arm ; we'd ask thy counsel on 
A point has knotted in our brain. Lead on ! 
To-night all Florence suppers with the Duke. 
(Aside) . I never did a wiser thing. ( To Ludovico,) Better, 
I think you said — not. [Ea^eunt, Trumpets, dtc. 
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SCENE III. 

A richly furnished chamber in the Ducal Palace. 
Enter Bianca and Marianna. 

Marianna. 
Poor Ludovico ! 

Bianca. 
Poor Ludovico ! 
" Poor," so we say, when your pale trembling dove 
Falls i'the talons of a mousing hawk. 
So say we not, when, like an avalanche. 
The eagle crushes headlong from the skies. 
Struck by a thunderbolt. 'Tis then, " Brave bird, 
Noble sun-gazer ! " 

Marianna. 
And yet you loved him. 
Bianca. 
I said I did ; nay, more ; I thought I did. 
I find he was a toy I sported with 
In passion's infancy ! I loved him — yes, 
As most girls do who love the first fond youth, 
Who flatters them with touches of sweet praise ; 
They flutter, blush, and think it wond rous fine 
To be amongst their sisters the elect. 
A man to win my heart must be a man 
In action, thought, in feeling, intellect, 
A hero who would leap into my heart 
As Alexander did on fierce Bucephalus I 
A man who, staring danger blind, would blush 
To do a wrong, would die to do a right. 
Find me that man, I'll dower him with love 
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Will lift his spirit to a demigod ; 
Who, lifted so, would, from his high estate, 
Drop gently down as doth the choiring lark 
From out the sapphire sky iijto his nest, 
And in these arms be smiled into a man. 

Marianna. 



Lorenzo Vitelli ? 



BlANCA. 

For the portrait sat. 
Marianna. 



He must love you ! 



BlANCA. 

Be not so sure of that. 
Sometimes great men love most their opposites. 
Oh ! had'st thou seen him enter from the fight. 
Full flush'd with victory, enjewell'd o'er 
With crimson wounds ; laced rich with blood — his own. 

Marianna. 
You o'er do this, lady. 

BlANCA. 

Thou art thin-blooded, and so would not dare 

Pour out the purple richness of thy love. 

My love is queen-like ; 

And in the vermeil chamber of my heart 

It lies enshrined, 'mid glorious majesties. 

Great thoughts, which, like to bowing courtiers, wait 

Upon the ample beauty of its state. 

Marianna. 

I am not sure I'd be a man to be so loved. 

Ludovico. — [Eant Marianna. 

BlANCA. 

How like a pigmy doth he look, {Enter Ludovico,) 
Why, yesterday, I thought he was a giant. 
Your brow is dark ! 
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LUDOVICO. 

My heart more dark. 

BlAXCA. 

Your heart ? 
Why what's a heart in man ? In woman's breast 
It is the centred pulsing of her life. 
With man, it is a hollow case which fill'd. 
Is presently an empty void again. 

LUDOVICO. 

This is not true, {tenderly) Bianca ! 

BlANCA. 

Bianca ! 
Yesterday to thee I was Bianca ; 
To-day I am the daughter of thy Duke, 
Affianced wife to Lorenzo Vitelli ! 

TiUDOVTCO {buries his head in his hands). 

So soon ! So soon 
How nobly rose my yesterday ; to-day 
Hath come with storms and whirlwinds horrible. 
On which my soul runs madly to the waste. 
Oh ! had I died in battle's front. Oh ! had I died 
In happy ignorance ; I should have gone 
My unknown journey with the happy thought 
That thou would'st weep — would'st pray — would'st mourn 

for me ! — 
But now I see, as through a dim obscure. 
My road surcharged with griefs and strewn with crimes. 
My all that tells of God-made man — lost ! lost ! — 
Bianca ! Bianca ! {Falls at her feet) Thou, oh ! so loved, — 

Bianca. 
Thou hast too many words upon thy tongue. 

LuDOVico {starting up). 
It is my soul that sobs ! They are not words 1 
Oh ! had I words as burning as my pain, 
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The very air would quiver as I spoke. 
Yesterday ! Yesterday ! 

BlANCA. 

Twixt then and now 
A nation 8 destiny hath changed ; why not 
A woman's whim ? 

LuDOVico {whispering aside.) 

Is this the woman I so loved ? 

BlANCA. 

I wed with him because he is high-souFd, 
Rich in resolves — and great in purposes. 
Where'er great deeds are marshall'd, there will he 
Be sung pre-eminent — ^where his name — ^mine. 
The great Lorenzo and his noble wife. 
Child of Gonzaga, that grim old lion who 
Keeps fast his den in Tuscany ! — 

LUDOVICO. 

Beware ! 

BlANCA {turning away contempttMusly), 
What? 

LUDOVICO. 

Beware a desp rate man. 
Made desperate by hot excess of love, 
Thrust into madness by that damned snake. 
Fierce- toothed scorn. {Bianca shrinks hack.) 
As yet, I am unsoiled by crime, my nature fresh. 

Clear, vigorous 

BlANCA {calmly), 
I pr ythee keep it so. 

LUDOVICO. 

Oh ! pause ere thou dost make a fiend of me; 
Thou art my destiny ! Of thee it shall be ask'd, 
" What hast thou done with him ? " 
If one do speak — or touch — or gaze on thee, 

c 
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My bosom heaveth with a quicker breath. 
If thou again dost speak — or smile — or look — 
My teeth clench close — my nails dig in my hands, 
And I could slay. What is the feeling now ? 
Love, hatred, vengeance, and a fierce despair 
That fears no afterwards ! Oh ! thrust me not 
Upon the blank of life ; — ^where no dew falls, 
Where no joy is — nor love — nor hope — ^nor fear. 
Make me to hate myself, the sun and thee. 
And thou wilt raise a flame upon thy path 
Which 

BlANCA. 

I will place my foot upon, and ask 
Vitelli if such " flame be fire ? " 
What ! dare the water creeping thro' thy veins, 
Crest upwards, to his rich and ample sea ? 
A boy ! A slave ! who look'd into mine eyes 
And straightway fell. Come thou to-morrow, boy, 
I'll give thee tender words to toss about thy brain. 
As nurses give their children shuttlecocks. 

LUDOVICO. 

Beware ! 

BlANCA. 

To-morrow, when our herbless fields 
Are languishing beneath the burning sun, 
And I am weary of myself — why then 
I'll send for thee, as doth an Indian girl 
For her tame tiger-cub ! Away ! Dost hear ? 
That is my father's step. 

LUDOVICO. 

My night hath come. 
Bianca — thou hast broke a heart ! [Exit. 

BlANCA (after a pause). 
It was not worth the pains. 
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{Enter Dukey followed by Messenger^ equipped for 

journey.) 

Duke. 
Thoult see it done. 
This to Venice, this to beaten Genoa. 
These to the varied States whose names they bear. 
I bid them to a feast ; the world shall know 
Gonzaga's age hath birth*d a noble son ! 
{To messenger,) Stand thou there. Well, girl, well, how 

likest him ? 
He's frank and free, and worth a woman's eye ? , 

Aye, is he so ? See how we gain in this ; ! 

The fold was kept but slenderly, and wolves i 

Grew gaunt with hunger gazing on the sheep : * 

He look'd on thee and loved. 

BlANCA. \ 

I think he did. i 

Duke. 
" Think he did ! " What, girl, those eyes of thine 
Were never made to let their owner say 
" I think he did ! " Come, sit thee down, while I 
Unfold to thee my surest, dearest plans. 

{The messenger approaches.) 

{To messenger,) A little further off: allow us, sir; 

This fellow hath a woman's fault — he's curious. 

I'll never mourn again I have no son. 

For here I have a bold, brave man who starts 

To manhood, like Minerva, helmetted. 

Behind whose shield can I, the old, half-lost, 

Whole-witted Duke, play chess for kingdoms with 

The best o'them ! {Enter guard.) 

Guard. 

Lorenzo Vitelli. 

c 2 



20 BIANCA. [act i. 

Duke. 
KequireB no ushering. — The doors are his. {Enter VUelli.) 
That's right ! That's right ! I have a word to say. 
Biaoca, thou wilt — aye — that's well ! that's well ! 
{To messenger as he passes him.) Be hiind — be deaf; 
{Sits at back and writes, but watches Lorenzo and 
Bianca attentively.) 

LOBENZO. 

Lady. {Aside.) I tremble near her. 

Bianca. 
My Lord. {Aside.) Poor Ludovico ! 

Duke (aside). 
They are not calm. I think 'Us well. 

Bianca. 
Vitelli, dear Lorenzo; {pauses.) 

Lorenzo {starts). 
Sweet lady ! 
Bianca. 
Why earnest thou so late ? 

liORENZO. 

The feast ; my toil 

Bianca. 
Toil ! Winning fame a toil ! What 1 Winning me 
A toil ! — Oh ! thou wilt pardon me. Tbou wilt. 
Thus hurrying out the passion of my heart ; 
I am Italian, Vitelli. My soul 
Was but a winter branch, tbou smil'dst on it. 
It Uap'd to leaf — Thon'lt pardon me ? — 
Lorenzo. 

Pardon! 
Oh ! speak not so. 

Bianca. 
Speak not?— ob ! hear me speak — 



SCENE ill.] 
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Hear the first music of the chord t^ 

I'll tell thee all — how, from my girli 

I have had dreams, rich, great and gl 

Whose furthest shores, like to the goU 

Which lure the mariner, were never reav 

They were like fiery rents in sunset skieK 

Through which the praying eye could net 

But where imagination, like a sharper swoi 

Shot through, saw angels, fiaming scimitar^ 

And long-haired cheruhim, whose fiery locks 

Burnt, unconsumed around the throne of God ! 

I have come hack from these rich journeys oft 

To this cold earth, my thoughts a pile of wrecks 

Upon a hroken shore ! — I'd die to love — 

To love as I can love — not the fev 'rish 

Bavisher of some soft moment ; — not that ! 

But love which hums and bums 'till from the ash 

Of grand consumed thoughts, the phoenix, passion, bursts 

And sits, a glory, on the altar of the soul. 

And yet I would be second — he be first : 

He, like the sun should make me follow. 

Pallid in his light ! — This, Vitelli — this is love — 

Thou art the man ! — {Buries her head in her hands), 

Lorenzo (aside). 
Oh ! she is beautiful ! — Sweet one — 

BiANCA {still within her hands). 

Go on! 
Go on ! — 

Duke {aside). 
Too cold ! Too cold ! 

Lorenzo. 

Oh ! thou art beautiful ! 
And Emperors should battle for thy love. 
I am not worthy thee. 



«' 



20 



Lady! 



BIANCA. 

BlANCA. 

Alas !— 

Lorenzo (aside). 

What's to be done ? 

BlANCA. 



[act I 



« 



Lady ! " 



Lorenzo. 
Dearest lady — Bianca. 

BlANCA. 

Thou lovest me ? 

Lorenzo (kneels). 
Oh ! I can worship thee. 

Duke (aside). 
That's good ! I think that T may say " Amen ! " 

BlANCA. 

Oan'st thou love me ? 

Lorenzo. 
Thou art so glorious, 
And made to fire men's hearts with noble thoughts^ 
And spur them on to nobler deeds. (Takes her hand.) 

Duke (aside). 
And seal this letter. (Seals it, watching them intently.) 

BlANCA. 

Thou lovest me ? (Lorenzo kisses her hand.) 

Duke (starts up — aside). 
Now-=- Genoa thy walls are dust. Away ! (Gives messenger 
letters.) [Exit messenger. 

Lorenzo. 
Ill bow to thee a sweet divinity — 
Will place thee as a lovely rarity 
Within the inner precincts of my heart. 
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To which my memory in after years shall turn 
And 

BiANCA. {the Duke during this is walking about joyfuUy — 

hut still watching them). 

Thou lovest me ? 

Duke {aside). 
Dust! Dust!— 

Lorenzo. 
I do love thee — {rises from his knee) not. 

BiANCA {sUghtly totters ; the Duke comes forward, Bianca 
grasps him by the arm and keeps him on one side, while 
she holds Lorenzo by the other). 

Not! {Whispers Lorenzo) Say, say thou lovest me. {Aside,). 
Bage blindeth me ! 

Duke {to Bianco). 
Is't well ? la t well ? 

BiANCA {whispers Lorenzo). 
Say it. 

Lorenzo. 

I do love thee 



As 



Woman- 



BiANCA {whispering), 

Lorenzo. 
As the daughter of my Duke. 

Duke. 



What is't ? 



BiANCA. 

{pushing him violently back to his throne). 
Nothing, {aside) To thee — to me 'tis everything. 
'Tis rude to break on lovers' whisperings. 
Up, Sir. No mockery. I ask'd thy heart. 
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And not thy knee. (Aside.) Gods ! were I a marble image 
I'd fall and shatter him. 

Lorenzo (rises). 
Lady 

BlANCA. 

Hush! Sir. 
Thou lovest — 

Let all that's past 'twixt thee and me be tombed 
Too deep for memory to resurrectionise. 
Thou lovest — 

Bring her thou lovest — I — yes, I will be 
A sister to her — yes — a dear sister. 
Thou lovest — 

( Whispers) Bring her to me — I'd feast mine eyes on her — 
A dear — dear sister — I will kiss her so. 
A dear sister — (points to the door.) 

Lorenzo (returns slowly). 
Farewell — (returns.) Lady — (she points to the door.) 

[Exit Lorenzo. 

Duke. 

What is't ? What is't ? 

BiANCA (calmly). 

Befused ! 

Duke. 
Refused! Death! (rings the hell). Recall my messenger. 
If gone — ^follow ! Slay, shoot, do anything. 
May light'ning leap and wither him. Befused ! 
Thou fool !— 

BlANCA. 

^ Very foolish ! Be calm — calm as I am. 

Duke. 
Catch my palsy — and then — then be calm. 
I'll meet him i'the field ; old, crooked as I am. 



14 



1 
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111 carry ^hirlwindB in the hollow of my hand, 
And like a straw^ 111 whirl him on the blast. 
Refused ! — 

BlANCA. 

This is manly ! 

Duke. 
My girl ! my girl ! — 

BlANCA. 

Weeping ! will water quench Vesuvius ? — 

Leave me ; I heed it not, the world hath better men : 

Leave me. {She leads tlie Duke off.) 

Duke. 
Refused !— {Exit. 

BlANCA (sola). 
Refused ! Oh ! Madness ! Death! 
Ill have his blood. Refused. What, I by him ? 
Ill have revenge — revenge so terrible 
That nothing on this earth's fierce afterwards 
Shall reckon anything ! As in a sheaf 
1*11 bind my scatter'd thoughts, and centre them 
On this revenge. He shall not live — and she — 
The creature, thing, who dares to own the heart 
I coveted, shall be so rack'd — that he. 
Veiling with palsied hands his burning eyes^ 
Shall shrink, appall'd and frenzied, from her form. 
Marianna! Marianna! (Enter Marianna.) 

Ludovico — tell him I'd speak with him. [Exit Marianna. 
Oh ! let this present passion like a whirlwind sweep 
All — all that's past into the vortex of (Enter Ludovico.) 
A dull oblivion — Ludovico ! (Grasps him). 

Ludovico. 

I am here ! 

BlANCA. 

Did not I tell thee that I loved thee not ? 
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Did not I thrust thee off — and laugh at thee ? 
And made thee to thyself contemptihle ? 
I tell thee now that thou canst purchase me, 
Make me thy mistress — spaniel— slave, 

LUDOVICO. 

Yea — I have come again, and I do feel 
Assuredly, to die again. The old wound bleeds, 
As doth the gash upon a murder'd man, 
Touch'd by his murderer ! 

BlANCA. 

Nothing ! Nothing ! 
All this is nothing. Would'st thou earn my love ? 

LUDOVICO. 

Ask afterwards. 

BlANCA. 

Eevenge — Eevenge ! — dear — dear Ludovico ! 
I do hate— where I did love, my scarred honour 
Hateth him — ^Will the earth open — ? I am — 
I am — refused ! 

Ludovico {joyfully), 
Befused ! 

BtANCA. 

Dar'st thou to smile ! 
Thou hast a secret — my secret — smil'st now ? 
A burning, burning secret ; terrible ! 
Which as an inward fire shall prey upon thy heart ! 
Let but a breath escape thee — but one word- 
Twill leap to flame and shrivel thee. 

Ludovico. 

I am thy toy — 

BlANCA. 

A poison'd shaft, which I will launch to strike 
Thy rival dead. What lights thine eye ? Tis well. 
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He loves— another loves — rejoicest thou ? 
Thou wilt find her — and finding her — 

LUDOVICO. 

What then ? 

BlANCA. 

I've room within the palace for my guest. 

LUDOVICO. 

Yet 

BlANCA. 

Yet — no yet ! Do it-— Do it ! 
Dear Ludovico — Yes, I do love thee now. 
Will then with double love. Take this — and this — (kisses him) 
And this, as earnest of my love ; take this. 
And more ^ take all that woman values most. 
Or fancies that she does, — honour — ^virtue — 
Do it! — Not a whisper — no, not a word — 
I cannot bear a voice except mine own. lExii Ludovico. 
Away ! — Oh ! I do love him with a bitter hate. 
Imagination like a cloud of fire envelopes me ! 
I wound sweet, honied words about his heart. 
As silkworms do their webs about a shell ! 
I'd tear my heaving heart — scorch'd — blacken'd from 
Its crimson bed and with it strike him blind ! — 
In one short moment I have madly leap'd 
From thoughtless girl to thinking woman. 
I'm as a tree whose sap is sudden tranced 
By fiercer lightning — rooted and yet dead ! — 
Who dares to say that this is not true love ? 
I am no more a woman, but a fiend — 
Devil ! such as woman only can be ! 
Honor nothing ! Virtue nothing ! Heaven nothing ! 
I am a flame in girlish form. 
My pathway burning on — to what — to Death ! 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

A room in an old Mansion, Aura asleep on a couch : 
Mario Capelli, watching over her and occasionally look- 
ing at Markhaniy who is seated at a table drinking. 

Markham {looking earnestly at Mario.) 
It cuts me to the heart. That grand old head. 
Engirdled by the grander crown of care, 
Hangs o'er her pale and fragile loveliness, 
As doth the oak above the aconite. (Sees that Mario is 

watching him,) 
(Drinks.) This is excellent wine ; 'tis rare good wine. . 
(Aside,) What a brave ruin 'tis, [catches Marions eye.) 

(Sings,) " Wine ! wine's the elixir of life, 

The grape, the philosopher's stone." 

(Goes to Mario.) *Tis a rare catch, i'faith — a rare good catch. 

{Sings,) *' Wine I wine " 

Mario. 
Hush ! hush ! Nay, not so loud, she sleeps, 
Ah ! knewest thou the haggard face of grief 
So well as she, thou wouldst not rudely ope 
The lids that hide it from her sight. 

Markham (tenderly.) 

Old man — (pauhcs.) 
(Aside,) I will not fool't. It dawns on memory ; 
I fought beneath thy banner years ago. 
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Mario. 
Wouldst betray me ? 

Markham. 

I am an Englishman. 

My honour is not yet Italianized. 

I brought thy child to thee. 

Mario. 
I have no words to thank thee for't, 

Markham. 

Nay ! nay ! 
A good man's thanks repay a man's good deeds. 
Farewell, old man. I have a heart, a sword. 
One sound, the other sharp ; shouldst need a friend, 
Bemember me ; and tell this innocent. 
That for the sake of one who languisheth 
In cold disunion — ^nay, for her own, 
I am her brother. Farewell ! {shakes Marios hand, and 

retires. 
{Turns as he reaches the door.) That grand old head! — 
like my father's, silver'd ! [Exit. 

Mario. 
The world hath yet some noble men in it, 
An unit, now and then, redeems the tens ; — 
{Stoops over Aura.) I've seen thy mother wear that angel 

look. 
I pass along the corridor of memory, 
And on its walls I see rich pictures hung, 
Of those long dead, or, living, dead to me. 

Aura {starts up. 

Save me ! save me ! 

Mario. 

It is thy father, sweet. 

Aura. 
It is ? — oh ! yes. It was a dream, and yet. 
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It bore the stamp of fierce reality. 

So bold, so sharp, the outlines grew to forms 

So horrible — that, that — {places her hands before her eyes,) 

Mario. 
Amid the solitude of banishment, 
Thou hast sprung up, like to a plant within 
A northern wood, so frim, so colourless 
Of outer light, that this first blush of Truth 
Hath well nigh blinde^d thee. 

Aura. 

Is this world Truth ? 
Then let us back again. Thou'st told me, oft, 
" Love, Peace, and Truth haunt nature's solitudes. 
Hate, War, and Lies are plague spots on the white 
Of man's estate, and flourish most in towns." 

Mario. 
'Tis true, but there's an everlasting charm 
In this hot strife, that he who once hath plough'd 
His way through it — loveth ever. Old times 
Glare from the vaults of buried memories, 
And with their sweet or frantic eyes shake us 
Like ague fits — and yet, who dare forget. 

Aura. 
Father ! 

Mario. 
Would I forget ? 

Aura. 

Not my mother. 

Mario. 
No — that's a blessing Grod hath left me yet. 
There memory with calmest beauty rests, 
like to a swan on its unruffled lake. 
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Ah ! thou, thou pale young weakling, motherless, 

How oft I call to mind that dreadful night 

When 'gainst my bursting heart I wildly press'd 

Thy baby form, and swore to live for thee. 

And for the bright and recompensing smile 

Of that dear Saint, who, lapp'd in Paradise, 

Keeps heaven's narrow gates unbarr'd for us. 

Aura. 

Make me not weep. 

Mario. 

Weep ! — weep and be happy. 

Oh ! would that that sweet spring so long, long dried. 

That holy stream of tears, would flow again. 

'Tis choked ! 'tis choked ! 

Aura. 

This is a newer grief to see thee thus. 

Why did'st not make me partner in thy woe ? 

Mario. 
I only lived for thee — thy happiness. 

Aura. 
Ah ! would that I had comprehended this. 
I would have charm'd the canker from thy heart, 
And bruis'd with words of holy love, the head 
Of "that fell serpent that doth feed upon 
The unconsumed sorrows of the past. 

Mario. 
Thou rose within my wilderness ! — {starts,) Hark ! 

Aura. 

What? 

Mario. 

Footsteps ! — ^Hath he betray'd me ? No ! — Nearer. 
Give me my sword ! — {knocking without.) 

Lorenzo {without.) j| 

A friend ! 
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Mario {sorrowfully,) 

I have no friends. 

When did misfortune ever own a friend ? 

Aura. 
That voice ; Was't in my dream ? Tis he. {joyfully,) 

Mario. 

Who? 

Aura. 
I heard that voice amid the battle's roar, 
Twas like the dreamy echo of a thought, 
And then I fell and could not answer it, 
And yet *mid millions I would vouch to it. {opens the door,) 

Mario. 
Art mad ? 

Aura. 
So seldom bad men men act a noble part. 
That I confide in him. 

Mario {aside,) 
So trusting virtue falls. {Enter Lorenzo,) 

{Starts) And 'thou hast found me, oh ! my enemy ? 

Aura. 

Thine enemy ! 

Lorenzo. 

I have no enemies, 

Save those who war gainst good and 'gainst the State. 

{Aside) How beautiful she is. I know thee now. {takes 

Mario's hand,) 

Thou art the gallant one, who, when our troops 

Were fenced around with red and hostile steel. 

Didst with thy falchion cleave the bristling ring, 

And shamed our soldiers into victory ! 

Aura (to her father.) 
How brave thou art. 



\ 
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M.VRIO {to Aura.) 
His father was my foe. 
Thou knowest me ! — ^What ! Wooldst thoa drag me hence. 
And say to him, the proud and vaunting Duke, 
" Here is the man, who firom the Tuscan States 
Was Just fy banish'd for his tndt'rous acts ? " 
Oh ! Florence ! Florence ! could thy dumb walls speak. 
They'd trumpet to the skies my bitter wrongs. 
And could they weep, they'd wash with angry floods 
These unjust stains from my dear honor's shield ! 

Aura. 
Father ! 

Lorenzo (aside.) 
How like a limpid brook compared with her — 
That fierce and stormy sea. 

Mario. 
Oh, God ! To be ill judged, when meaning well, 
Is bitter fruiting of a pleasant seed. 
Well, sir ? 

Lorenzo. 
I saved thy daughter yesterday. 

Mario. 
Thou! 

Aura. 
Yes ; from death, from worse, far worse than death. 

Mario. 
Then take me hence, and at Gonzaga's feet 
Boll old Oapelli's head — thou hast reward. 

Lorenzo. 
Capelli ! Mario Capelli ! What ? — 
The banish'd trai — (pauses.) 

Mario. 
Traitor. — Say it. 

D 
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Aura. 

Dare not. 

liORENZO. 

1 dare not judge ; myself so far removed 

From perfectness. (Aside,) such fair bud as this 

Could never blossom on a canker'd bough. 

Prove thou thyself but worthy of my love, 

There is no sword, no, not thine own, will reach 

So far to clear the slur upon thy fame. 

Mario. 
Hadst saved my child, hadst known she was my child ? 

Aura. 
The first time I have ever blush'd for thee. 
Yes, on my soul he had. 

Mario. 

And on mine, too. 
There is a language in thine eye forbids 
My fev nsh doubts to taint thy purer soul. 
But thou wilt pardon me. I have been taught 
By that rude mistress, rough experience, 
Such damning instances of base ingratitude. 
Such fiendish falsehoods told with angel tongue, 
. Such — (pauses. ) Hark ! 

Lorenzo. 
What? 

Mario. 

The tread of armed men. 

Lorenzo. 

No. 

Mario. 

Mine ear is sharpened by adversity. 

The hunted victim knows the blood-hound's bay. 
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Adsa. 
Fly!— 

Masio. 
And whither ? I wonld not if I oould. 
' I have crawl'd back to die in my old oave. 
I'll leave"t no more. {Takes Lorenzo's hand.) Boy! art 
true or falee ? — 

Adra {whispering to her father). 
True! — 

Mario. 
Or heaven's false. 

{Enter Ludovico with his helmet 
down, followed by soldier. ) 
Lddovico. 

Mario Capelli — 
{Rees Lorenzo.) He here! — Then has my task indeed 

commenced. 
{Turns to Capelli.) I do arrest thee, traitor to the State t 

Mario. 
Traitor ! — 

There is no lover breathes a keener love 
For his fair mistress than I for Florence ; 
Traitor ! To love her like a wither 'd hope ; 
To think — to dream — to speak— to look on her 
As on a gem bequeathed &om sire to son. 
Traitor ! To drag myself thus back again 
From exile sweetened by soft peace and love. 
To aid — to fight — to live — to die for her ! 
Are Uiese a traitor's acts ? Soil not my garb. 
Or, by my sacred sword, this traitor's arm 
Will try the mettle of you patriots. 

Adra {throws herself into her father's arms). 
Oh father ! father \ hath it come to this ! — 
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{Stands before her father,) I've read in elder archives of a 

girl. 
Who, when her sire, in cold starvation droop'd, 
Did yield her gentle bosom to his lips. 
To keep alive the dying lamp of life. 
I Ve heard of one, who, when a tyrant held 
His crimson sword against her father's heart 
Did, with a blow, strike down the monster — dead. 
These are above my strength — ^but, here I stand 
A shield betwixt my father and your hate. 
{To her father,) It is, indeed, a weak and failing barrier, 

For I am not well used, to it o ercomes me ! 

{Sinks into her fathers arms.) 

Mario. 
My own fair girl ! {To soldier,) How can ye look on this, 
And yet not weep ? — 

Lorenzo. 

Captain, this must not be. 

LUDOVICO. 

I am a soldier, sir. 

Lorenzo. 
Obey thy general. 

I say this must not be. 

LUDOVICO. 

I but obey 
A higher general — the Duke — {Shows the Dukes ring.) 

Lorenzo. 
The Duke ! Oh ! shame ! oh ! tyranny. 

Marto. 

Ah ! shame and tyranny 
But seldom in the self-same orbit move. 
To follow crime without the penalty 
Is still the bitter attribute of kings ! 



\ 
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LUDOVICO. 

I am a subject, sir, and so — 

Lorenzo. 
Will do— 

LUDOVICO. 

The Duke's behest. Mario Capelli — 

Aura. 
Are you a man ? Oh ! yes, you are. Alas ! 
(To Lorenzo,) If thou dost love me — {pauses,) 
Oh ! there are times when modesty may break 
The curbed rule which fickle fashion holds. 
And speak in language free and unrestrained 
As unchecked wantonness, and still not bear 
The slur of base and false construction. ( The soldiers 

'Tis whirlwinds such as this that tear the veil advance,) 
From oflF the heart, that loose the modest tongue. 
And make sweet truth, like angel unabash'd, 
In calm sublimity of beauty speak. 
As though the untrack'd desert were sole listener ! 
Thou lovest me — 

Lorenzo (kneels,) 
Oh ! yes. 

Aura. 

Save — our — father ! 

Lorenzo. 
Sweet one, with life ! 

LuDOVico (aside,) 
Oh ! I am sinking fast — ^my goodnesses 
Precipitate before the damning charms 
Of that most wicked, wicked beautiful ! 
On, on — I must go on. Mario Capelli — 

Lorenzo (drawing his sword,) 
Must be reach'd through me. 
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Aura. 
Through us, 
(Soldiers advance, Jlghting,) 

Mario. 
If I should fall, as I do think I shall, 
Bememher my poor bird ! 

Lorenzo. 

I swear. {To soldiers,) Stand back ! 

Mario. 
The oath is registered ; keep it. 

Lorenzo. 

To death. 

Mario. 
In heaven I will thank thee for't. [Fighting,) 

{Mario and Aura are separated from Lorenzo, Aura 

attempts to shield her father, she at length sinks on 

the ground,) 

Mario. 
Bloodhounds ! {Marios sword is wrested from him as he 

stoops over Aura) 

Lorenzo {unhelms Ludovico,) 
Ludovico ! 

Ludovico {abashed and slowly.) 

Ludovico ! 

Lorenzo {cuts his way through the soldiers,) 
Sweet one, I live to rescue thee. [Exit, 



\ 
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SCENE n. 

BioMcas Room im ike Paiace. 

BiAXCA emien.i 
The udk of Floimoe, bje- void, mock ' The wt«*^ 
For scomfal ones to leer and vinqper at. 
Eyes which hefoie emhiaeed mj gannents' hpm^ 
Now boldly staie into these npper lights ; 
Lights fever bright, once calm with innocence. 
That sent forth holy messengers of joy 
To bring into my bosom pleasant thooghts. 
Bot now they gather from each human fiuse 
The poison'd honey of eonceal'd eontempt. 
The world, with all its beauty, loTelineas, 
To me is one vast scene of punishment. 
Fiercer than shame — than death moie teinble ! 
In one short madder moment so to ank ; 
And so to groT^ 'neath the haughty heels 
Of those proud, weak, untempted ones. 
Oh ! I do clutch at good, as some poor wretch 
Who, filing from a height, doth wildly ^m-^ 
At weeds which mock him from the sun-lit rock ! 
FaU! faU! fidl! fiiU! Crudd! mangled! Tultuie-food r 
(She sinks dowm, them starts mp.) He shall be mine ! {Enter 

Ludorico,) Who asked thee heie ? 
Come, when thou'rt bid ! 

LcDonco. 
As doth a senrant come. 
Who hath fnlfill'd his mistress s commands. 
So have I come. 



k 
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BlANCA. 

And hast thou so falfill'd ? 

LUDOVICO. 

The guest is here — ^now welcome her. 

BlANCA. 

And — and — 
Lorenzo ? ^ 

LUDOVICO. 

Hath escaped ! 

BlANCA (aside.) 

Oh! happiness! 
I ask'd thee for his head. 

LUDOVICO. 

Be a woman, 
Turn from such purpose. 

BlANCA. 

I am a woman, 
Therefore cannot. I Ve sworn to have his life. 

LUDOVICO. 

My spirit bleeds for thee, oh ! Bianca ! 

For thee ! so loved, so great, so beautiful ; — 

BlANCA. 

Thou did'st not say *' so good" — 

LUDOVICO. 

I did not — 

BlANCA. 

Dare^ 

LUDOVICO. 

For thee, I dare say, act, do anything. 
Oh ! be again to me, what thou once wert, 
The perfect angel of my paradise. 

Be so once more, once more, once more ; (kneels at her feet 
and buries his head in her robe.) 
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BlANCA. 

Distract my purpose, thou ! 
Did not I rack myself ten thousand times 
More cruelly than could the executioner, * 

When, like a wanton, I did hurl myself. 
All shivering with hate, into thine arms ? 
Have not I swallow'd quenchless, quenchless wrath ? 
''what for ? what for ? For love ? Didst cheat thyself? 
( Whispers.) Twas for revenge ! 

LuDOVico {starts up, draws his sword.) 

Thou'st dared to tell me this ! 
Thou'st made a fiend of me. (Offers his sword at her bosom.) 

BiANCA {tearing open her vest.) 

Do 1 do ! Here ! here ! 
Where thou hast lain in mad delirium ! 
What ^ thinkest thou that I, so castaway. 
So lost, so wreck 'd, so earth-scom'd, heaven-lost. 
Will yield one grain of that revenge for which 
I've sold myself unto an afterwards 
Of fire I Strike! 

LUDOVICO. 

Alas ! alas ! I cannot ! 
I am the riven plai^, thou the tempest ; 
On ! on ! I drive — {to himself.) No one knoweth whither, 

[Exit. 

BlANCA. 

Oh ! saints ! dear saints ! 

The past, that withered, withered heaudful ! {Enter Page.) 

WeU, Sir ? 

Page. 
Oh ! look not so ! 

BlANCA. 

Thou lovest me ? {caressing his head.) 

Page. 
Indeed ! indeed, I do. 



A 
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BlANCA. 

My poor, young boy, 
Thine is a taintless love ; thy first sweet dream. 
{AHde,) Will't ever raise such fire as bumeth here ? 

Page. 
Thou'rt sad, lady. 

BlANCA. 

I am not sad. 

Page. 

Wrong'd, then ? 

BlANCA. 

Nay ! nay. Leave me, I'll follow presently. 
Go, place my cushion in the darkest nook. 
And thou shalt sing to me, that pretty song, 
Of— 

** Weary heart I weary heart ! panting for to-morrow." 

Yes, thou shalt sing to me. {Exit Page) While I do weep. 
All ! all ! do love me, save that man alone. 

(Enter Marianna.) 

Marianna. 
The prisoner. [Exit, 

BlANCA. 

The prisoner ! Still, heart. 
Nor thou, thou crimson blood, mount to my brow. 
I feel pride-broken — ill. (Enter Aura,) She's beautiful. 
Less beautiful than I — but, innocent. 
Aura Capelli ? 

Aura. 

That unfortunate. 

BlANCA (aside.) 
" Unfortunate !" . And she doth hold his love ! 
Nearer ! for I would look on thee, (aside,) 
To find what witchcraft won his steeled heart. 



acBOC n.: BiAXCA. 

There's Coo much dave '. Yet, wlien I gaze on I 
A somediiiig wlii^Krs me, woe she and I 
lAsh'd to the stake, she'd die vith holy jmbtcts 
Upon ber li^s, sod I vith ahii^s. 

AUILA. 

Yoa aze the daughter of the Duke. 

BlAXCA- 

I am. 

ACKA. 

And have the power, vilL, to load me thus 
With rode indignities. 

BUXCA. 

And say it woe ? 
AcR&. 
Then should I caD it most imftniinine. 

BlASCA, 

Who shall question ? 

ACRA. 

Who ? I, the snfierer. 

BlASCA. 

SofTer ! Can pale ones sach as sbe suffer ? 
Qaestion, and I will answer thee. 

AUKA- 

Thy right ? 

BlAKCA. 

My will. 

ACKA. 

Thy cause? 

BlAMCA. 

My hate. 

ACBA. 

And sprung from wb< 
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BlANCA. 

Where love is birth'd, the heart — 

Aura {calmly,) 

I comprehend thee not. 
I'm innocent of wrong — at least to thee. 

BlANCA. 

Thou'rt innocent thyself of wrong to me, 

And yet the cause of bitter, bitter wrong. 

Nearer!. We are two girls — both different 

In actions— feeHngs— sympathies. 

Yet knowing well the shallows and the depths, 

The outlets, inlets, of each other's hearts. 

Both knowing passions, hates, doubts, fears, and loves. 

Both knowing where the tempter Evil hides. 

And where that Good, who, with reproving eye, 

Would drive him from his fortress in the soul. 

Nearer ! Am not I statelier far than thou ? 

Nearer! 

Aura. 
The daughter of the Duke commands. 

BlANCA. 

Proud ! 

Aura. 
No — that were a false assume in me. 
I am the only child of once great Mario, 
Who was unjustly banished from these States, 
Because he dared to speak, all tongues else mute 
To their own hearts ; because he dared to act. 
All arms else palsied by the touch of fear. 
And yet my father was no traitor. 

BlANCA. 

He was ; 
But let that pass — I care not if he were. J 
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Aura. 
Why shouldst thou care. Lady, we were happy. 
Amid the sheltered groves of solitude 
We heard the rumours of unholy war ; 
We heard that cold, ungrateful Florence sobh'd 
Beneath the foot of haughty Genoa ; 
My father's eye flash'd like his battle-axe, 
My father's soul leap'd like his falchion's blade ; 
" To Florence, girl," he cried — " she needs a patriot's arm !" 
And, then a thunderbolt, he came ; and fought 
For that still unforgotten land he loved 
Better than life, than peace, than even me. 
Last night, e'en while his sword was red with blood. 
E'en while his unbound wounds, with crimson mouths, 
Told how he'd fought for Florence and its Duke, 
By that same Duke was he borne rudely off 
A prisoner ; I ravish'd from his arms, 
And hither brought to be a mark for scorn, 
A very plaything for your haughty pride. 

BlANCA. 

I've heard thee patiently, and now hear me. 

I am the only child of great Gonzaga, Duke of Tuscany, 

Heroes at my feet — nobles at my side ; 

My smile the sun — ^my merest frown a cloud. 

Most like in peace and war unto his lance. 

Now calm — and then a meteor s light. 

There was a man — and poor — and yet no parasite. 

Unknown to all — till all who knew him not 

Behind the aegis of his valour crept. 

And he became their hero — aye — their god ! 

He saved his country, and he won my heart. 

When, like a queen, I gave that heart to him, i 

He coldly turned and threw it back again. 

While telling me he loved — another loved. 

That's my story. 
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Aura. 
That man ? 

BlANCA. 

Lorenzo. 

Aura. 
And her he loved ? 

BlANCA. 

Aura Gapelli. 

Aura {joyfully,) 

Me! 

BlANCA. 

Thou ! thou ! and we will battle for his heart. 
I — ^Thou — we are rivals ; we are women ! 
And when were women ever known to spare ? 
I loved him ; love him ; dare to tell thee so ; 
I love him for his courage, manhood, fire, 
E en while he scom'd and hurl'd me back upon 
The rough, hot beach of mine own self-contempt. 
I loved him more, because he dared to do't. 
But he shall die a million deaths, he, thou — 
Thou nothing in the poise, ere he shall feed 
Upon those lips, gaze in those baby eyes. 
And hear the feeble prattle of that baby tongue. 

Aura. 
Boldly ; badly, spoken ; and yet methinks 
Thy words are blacker than thy purposes. 

BlANCA. 

To call him mine, I'd see my father s head 

Roll from the block. What, then, thy sire to me ? 

If I, by stamping with this little foot. 

Could break the earth's rough face and bury all 

Great Florence in a grave, I*d do't, he mine. 

What, then, art thou ? a thistle-down a flake. 
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Aura. 
A flake to thee, a human soul to God! 
(Aside,) I would she could recall these empty words. 

BiANCA {overhears her.) 
Empty I thou hast not seen him twice ; 
He cannot yet have grown into thy soul. 
Thy heart hath yet not clung so close to him, 
But *t may unclasp itself ; besides, thy blood 
Sleeps lazy in thy veins, mine rolls like fire. 
Fly, swear to fly ; to France, to Germany : 
Fly anywhere ; I'm writhing at thy feet, (kneels.) 
Thou weepest ! — {starts up) weep for me ? I meant it not. 
Swear not to marry him, and I will give — 
Give what ? My jewels cannot purchase thee ; 
111 give the gift of thy poor, wretched life ; 
111 give — What's this ? What ask ! Can I command ? 

Aura. 
Thou ask'st not much of me ; 'tis easy done. 
My father is an elder love, a love of time. 

BlANCA. 

Hear ! hear ! ye gods ! 

To think that I should be thus hurl6d down. 

So pale an image placed upon my pedestal. 

Aura. 
How wrongly have you judged ; your erring eye 
Sees but the bolder roughnesses of life. 
The fierce volcano, and the heaving sea. 
The great^ magnificent, and powerful. 
But herbs that kill disease, and birds that sing. 
And spring-time flowers, trembling into life, 
The good, the peaceful, gentle, beautiful, 
All delicates, to thee are things unknown, 
If known, pass'd by. Oh ! lady, these sweet charms 
Which hang like gems on nature's ruder robe, 
Teach me, that 'mid a multitude of ills. 



•^ 
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There is an essence, — love, — engoldening 

Life's harsh excrescences, as doth the moon 

The continents of clouds, which threat with waste 

The labour of the husbandman. 

Lorenzo saved my life — dearer honor, {tremulously,) 

For these I love him. 

BlANCA. 

Dare. 

Aura. 
I have, and will. 
And yet for him who bore me up the hill 
Which leads from infancy to womanhood ; 
For him, his happiness, I can root up 
From out the goodly garden of my soul, 
A flower I so newly planted — Hope. 
While love within my heart shall coldly pine. 
Like some pale nun, iced in her frigid cell. 

BlANCA. 

Poor soul- less one ; thy lily cheeks betray 

Thy colder heart. 

Aura. 

Again, how wrongly judged. 

I love, that love which, when compared to thine, 

I^ good gainst bad. • 

BlANCA C contemptuously. J 
'Tis ice 'gainst fire. 

Aura. 
That love which vaunteth not, yet never dies. 

BlANCA. 

It never lives ! 

Aura. 
That love which is not seen, 
"But/elty as is the presence of a thought. 

BlANCA {walking about.) 
Love ! love ! This love ? 



i 
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Aura. 
That loVe which waits on ua, 
Which haunts oar actions, dreams ; turns grosser faults 
To holy good, which leads us step by step — 

BiANCA {walking about.) 
Peace! peace I 

Aura. 
Which leads us step by step-"— 

BlANCA. 

Ko more ! 
Aura. 
From basest ignorance to perfect truth. {Bianca laughs 

contemptuoualy.') 
From man to Ood ! 

Bianca (sternly.) 
Foaoe, I say ! 
Aura (solemnly.) 

Man to God ! 

Bianca (fiercely,) 
Fool I fool ! 

Aura (calmly.) 
From the grave to heaven 1 
Bianca. 

Heaven ! 
Aura. 
That love which women die for— and not rave about, 

Bianca. 
Ill have diee raok'd for this. 

AUBA, 

Aye, so thou wilt 
When heaven turns aside &om innocence ! 
Lady, I pity thee. 
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BlANCA. 

Pity! • 

Aura. 
Pity. 
For you must drink unto the bitter dregs 
Of that hot wine you'll drown your soul withal : 
You have but sipp'd. 

BlANCA. 

Hate ! hate ! 

Aura. 

'Tis jealousy. 

BlANCA {hoarsely, points to the door,) 

Go! go! 

Aura. 

Sister. 

BlANCA {buries her head in her hands. 
Go ! go ! 

Aura {lays her hand on Bianca*s head) 

Sister ! Think. [Exit slowly. 

BlANCA {after a pause, starts up.) 

Think! 

[Scene closes. 



SCENE III. 

Council Chamber. Duke enters. 

Duke. 
Aye ! aye ! they know me not ; they know me not. 
They say, '' he was ;* but they shall find / am. 
They call me but an echo of the past ; {Enter Bianca.) 
But, by the gods — {sees Bianca) our daughter — there's the tree 
Shall bear me fruit ; Lorenzo, wedding thee. 



BiANCA {catching him by the arm.) 
Be^sed! 

DUEE. 

Refased ! Recall my messenger. 
He is recall'd. He'd better swallow fire 
Than face my nnsheath'd vrath. What's all this whirl ? 
Yes, wedding thee, the light of our great house 
Shines like a beacon o'er a madden'd sea, 
And— 

, BlANCA. 

Father. 

Duke {starting up.) 
Well ? I see i all is not well. 
My guards ! Hast not one drop of gall in thee ? 

BUNCA {whispers.) 
Aye. 

D0KE {shrinks from her.) 
I never saw thee look before so mnoh 
Unlike thy mother. 

BlANCA. 

Nor so like myself. 
Father, a woman's vengeance laggetb not. 
Waits not the coward's opportunity. 

I>UKE. 
Why, what dost mean ? 

BlANCA. 
I have a feast for thee, a feast ! 

Duke. 

Afbast? 

BlANCA. 

To which 111 have thee bid tiiose solemn'st guesi 
Thy soul's worst fears, thy doubts, thyjealousies 
And on th 'assembled company shall wait 
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The fever flashings of unhridled hate. 
Awhile revenge shall loose her raven hair. 
And with a haftless dagger, strike the gong 
To herald in the chiefest dish. 

Duke. 

What's this ? 

BlANCA. 

Mario Gapelli is in Florence. 

Duke. 
Gapelli ! • 

BlANCA. 

His daughter is in Florence. 

Duke. 
His daughter ! 

BlANCA. 

Yitelli loves tliat daughter. 

Duke. 
VitelU ! 

BlANCA {exultingly) 

Capelli and his daughter are my prisoners. 

Duke. 
I'll dower thee with jewels ; riches^ gems. 
With Tyrian purples, robes of woven silk. 
I'll make thee rich with praises ; words shall fall 
Upon thine ears like murmurs of sweet winds. 
That sing bewitching music to the leaves 
They tremble through, until thy proudest soul 
Shall faint beneath the heavy odour of my praise^- 
Thou art so great, so clever, glorious ! 
Thou art my child ; thou — 

BlANCA. 

Hush ! husl) ! he is thy prisoner ; she, mine. 



8CBNE ui.] BIANGA. 58 

Duke. 
And ViteUi, ViteUi, ViteUi ? 

BlANCA. 

Attach ViteUi ; found in open league 

With yours — ^the State's worst foe ; attach'd, why, then — 

Duke. 
Why, then ? 

BlANCA. 

{Passionately,) Tortures ! racks ! death ! {starts and pauses) 

Oh ! no ! no ! no ! 
Not him ; not him. (aside,) What ! Do I love him ? Yes. 

[Exit, 

Duke (walking up and down.) 
Safe ! safe ! quite safe ; Mario Capelli, 
That huming fever in my blood ; mad fool ! 
To thrust himself within the able reach 
Of sharpest medicine. Lorenzo, too. 
Refuse my girl ! good youth, we now are quits ; 
What ! now the Genoese are beaten back. 
And we more firmly placed upon our throne ; 
While many a fiery brain s congealed in death, 
I see my way ; my army's fresh ; full flush'd 
From victory — (Enter Lieutenant) 

Lieutenant. 
Lorenzo ViteUi. 

Duke. 
Cleave to the core — ^his enemies. Alone ? 

Lieutenant. 
No, gracious Uege, the valiant Englishman, 
Elpino, Guido — 

Duke (aside,) 
Hot bloods all ; hot bloods. 
Admit these gentlemen. Stay ; — what's thy name ? 
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Lieutenant. 
Marco, gracious liege. 

Duke. 

Marco's a good name. 

Thou'rt poor ? aye ; good soldiers always are poor, 

My worthy Captain — 

Lieutenant. 

Lieutenant, gracious Sire. 

Duke. 

Captain — admit these noble gentlemen. 

In yonder antechamber I shall find 

Some score of men ; — ^good soldiers know their cue. 

Need no prompting ; these gentlemen, {leans on his shoulder) 

Captain, 

Must be thy prisoners ; thou ask'st not " why ?" 

Good soldiers never do. — {Captain retires, the Duke sits and 

[appears busy mth his papers. Enter Lorenzo— Mark- 

[ham — Elpino — Guido,) 

Good morrow, gentlemen ; Lorenzo — ^what ? 

Hast left so soon thy lady*s smiles ? Cry shame ; 

When I was young, and blooded as thou art. 

The day was far too short 

Lorenzo. 

My Lord — 

Duke. 

Thy Lord ? 

Aye, soon to be thy father ; runs it so ? 

Lorenzo. 

A soldier bred, I am not skilled in words ; 

Nor have I leam'd to handle compliments, 

To make them weapons for a sure advance. 

Nor have I tongue to ring unwelcome news, 

In aught save civil touch. 

Duke. 
I love thee for't ? 

Lorenzo. 
But yesterday — when, smoking from the fight. 
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You welcom'd me most royally, nay, more 
Than royally, and with a sense above 
My poor deserts, by you so magnified, — 
You offered me your child. 

Duke. 

WeU, Sir ? 
Lorenzo. 

My Lord, 
It grieves me much ; I — cannot marry her. 

Duke {calmly). 
It grieves thee much. Dog t it shall grieve thee more. 
This, this to me ? To me ? {Calmly and aside.) These 

newly-honor'd boys 
Are like firesh-littered pups ; blind, blind. That's well. 
Paaaionately to Hdarkham.) Cleavethouthetraitorthrough, 
Markham. 

Prove him traitor, . 
My sword is humbly at the Duke's command ; 
Until proved so, 'tis better sheathed, my lord. 
Than scabbarded within a loyal breast. 

Duke. 
My gallant Islander. 

Lorenzo. 
Beware. 
Duke. 

Threaten ! 
I am a weak old man. You'd frighten me. 
'Tis easy done. Yon are four gallant bloods ; 
And I, a pale, decrepid, grey old man. 
Sit here alone ; and yet, not quite alone. 
YoQ laugh at me ; and with your wanton thoughts 
Depict me bowing to your ample youth. 
What! smile! do! do 1 {Stamps — soldiert enter.) T 
stand your prisonere. 
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Trapp'd ! trapp'd ! What, venture here ? — ^the lion's den 
Is strewn with bones ! Trapp'd ! trapp'd i ha ! ha ! ha ! trapp'd. 

Mareham. 
Prisoners — four to twenty — ^not long odds. 
When blood is back'd 'gainst bone. 

Duke. 

Yes, twenty men. 
(To Captain.) How many bullets in each musquetoon ? 

Captain. 
Four, gracious liege. 

Duke. 
Eighty bullets ; the odds. 
My gallant Englishman, are desperate. 

Lorenzo. 
Old man, you have usurp'd your privilege. 

Duke. 
Who questions it ? 
Markham {springing on tJie BukCj and holding his sword 

to his breast) 
That do I. Now, rat-catcher ! . [Soldiers advance.) 
Stand back ! or, by my lance J your master's head 
Shall roU before your {eet^—{theg ativance). One inch \ 
Duke {almost inarticulate from rage) 

Shoot ! shoot ! 
Shoot him through me. Oh ! slave I unhand me, sir ! 
Take off this bold, unhallow'd touch. I am a King. 

Lorenzo. 
Then act like one — dismiss these witnesses. 

Duke. 
No ! never ! 

Markham (drags the Duke to the door with his sword at his 

throat) 
The door — the door — quick 1 
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Duke {to soldiers.) 

Fire ! fire ! 
Mabkham. 

Aye, do. 
To-morrow you will need another Duke. 

Lorenzo. 
True, friend I {Lorenzo, Elpino, and Guido retire through the 
door.) 
Duke (attempts to throw himself on Markham*s sword.) 
I'll send thy soul to hell for killing of a King. 
Shoot ! shoot ! I'll have you torn hy horses ; rack'd — 
Shoot! shoot! {Markham holds him a second in the doorway.) 

Markham. 
Trapp'd, Duke. But not killed. {Exit, 
pushing the Duke into the room.) 

Duke {stamping.) 

Follow ! 

If thou wouldst he a general, my friend, 

Bring me their heads ! {The soldiers rush out, noise ofjiring.) 

More I more ! music ! Brave hearts. {Captain returns.) Aye, 

they are dead. 

They sleep — dead ! dead ? 

Captain. 

They have escap'd. 

Duke. 

Devil ! {strikes him and stands trembling 

with passion. Enter Bianca.) 

BlANCA. 

What's the matter ? 
( The Duke is so overcome with rage, that he can do nothing 
hut grasp Bianca s arm and stamp, aad point to the 
entrance where Lorenzo and his friends have retired.) 

END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 



A large Chamber in the Ducal Palace. 

Enter Duke with Senators. 

Duke. 
The Genoese, I say, the Genoese. 

First Senator (to second Senator.) 
What's to be done ? 

Second Senator {to first Senator.) 
Capitulation. 
First Senator {to third Senator.) 

No, 
A surer measure — ^gold. We'll buy them off. 

Duke. 
Ha ! whispering ; the hiss of faiUng hearts. 
They fall from me who were by me built up. 
I will not trust them ; no, not one of them, 
For men, in cold and cursed ingratitude. 
Are second only to those lovely ones. 
Called women by the young, but deyils by the old. 

{Duke walks nearer.) 

First Senator. 
The city will be sack'd— -I've gold to lose. 

Duke (aside.) 

Ha! 

Second Senator. 

And I rich fields. 
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I 

Duke. 
So ! (aside,) 

Third Senator. 

I houses^lands. 

Senators {together.) 
We will capitulate. 

Duke (aside.) 
Capitulate ! 
(Advances, and lays his hands on the shoulders of the 

Senators.) 
That's brave ! Sharp weapons all, with not a notch ; 
No, not a stain upon your polished blades. 

First Senator. 
Aye, so we hope, my lord. 

Second Senator. 

Aye, so we hope. 

Duke. 
I fear I'm deaf! — but yet you said you'd fight 
While flow'd the crimson blood through your old veins. 
(Shakes their hands.) This is so grand — ye're peerless, 

gentlemen. 
You said you'd fight for honour, liberty, 
For wives, for daughters, and for fatherland ; 
And with a proud disdain you'd cast away 
Those baser thoughts of gold, or fields, or lands. 
And stand, a phalanx of determined men. 
To win or die, and live hereafter on the page 
Whereon is writ the name of patriot? 

Senators. 
'Tis so, my lord. 

Duke. a 

Brave ! brave ! The council waits. J 

Go ! go ! — I'll follow you with my weak, tott'ring legs, ' 
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I'll follow you with — with {Senators go out) curses ! — 

Base dogs, that gather round the carrion 

Of their own fears. Beasts ! dolts ! What's to be done ? 

I quafce/who never quaked before — Is't so ? 

Totters the earth, or is't my palsied limbs ? {Enter Bianca.) 

The Genoese ! the Genoese ! 

BlANCA. 

What then ? 

Duke. 
What then ? 

BlANOA. 

Doth Florence need a general ? — 
I will be one. Needs Florence warriors ? — 
Go list my handmaidens ! 

Duke. 
Have not our ablest captains, soldiers, fled 
To false Lorenzo ? Where Guido, Mario, 
The English captain, and the keenest swords 
That fenced our Throne ? — What do ? What say ? 

BlANCA. 

What say ? 
Say thus — that when intrusting most 
To those loved most, you were the most deceived. 

Duke. 
Good! Good! 

BlANCA. 

Ah ! Sire, you need not doubt belief. 
Ingratitude's as common as the day ; 
We all have felt its sting, so all will give 
A ready credence to the history. 
Say this, " That young Vitelli aims your crown, 
And fought so well to gain your people's love. 

Duke. 
Good ! Good ! 
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BlANCA. 

That Mario, your banish'd foe, 
Crept back from exile to this peaoeful land, 
And, like a scotched adder, rear'd his crest 
To threaten those who dealt a righteous blow. 

Duke. 
It shall be done ! It shall be done ! — 

BlANCA. 

Quickly ! — 
Duke. 

They wait me now within the council room, 

like trembUng hares they crouch, and shake and hide ! — 

BlANCA. 

Their weakness is your strength. Exalt yourself. 
And make them feel you are the master-mind. 
They may not follow — they'll dare not betray ! 

Duke. 
That's true ! It shall be done. It is a chance — 

BlANCA. 

Seize it ! — Chance is a rude, unfashion'd stone, 
Decision 'tis that carves it to a god ! 

Duke. 
What, dost not fear ? 

BlANCA. 

They fear who've ought to lose ; — 
I have lost all. 

Duke {after a pause. 
All!— 

BlANCA {covering her face mth her hands,) 

AU!— 
{The Duke gazes on her for an instant horror-stricken^ 

then draws his robe over his head and retires,) 
The worst is past — my poor, poor old father ! 
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No language left to speak his angoish'd soul ! 

The light'ning flamed and wither'd that old branch. 

The gem he valued best is flaw'd, and he 

Will never^ never lift his head again. 

But, bow'd by shame, will totter to his grave 

Hung round with thoughts black as the outward garb 

Which painted sorrow fashions for the dead ! 

His brain, which half conceives, then quite forgets, 

In matters of a lighter moment, here 

Will like the needle, faithful to the north, 

Betum and point, and point, 'till ruthfiil Death 

Shall break the case, and send his weary soul 

Upon its journey to eternity ! {pauses.) 

Another epitaph writ o er my fallen fame ! {pauses.) 

Enough ! {sounds a hell.) 

{Enter Page.) Page. 

Lady. 

Ever ready. 



BlANCA. 



Page. 
Ever! ever! 
There is no sweeter service than to wait 
On loveliness and goodness both in one. 

BiANCA {shuddering.) 
Goodness ! — ^my goodness with my childhood fled ; 
They hand in hand in dimmer beauty fade 
Along the distant vista of my memory. 

Page. 
Lady! 

Biamca. 
Thou hast an angel in thine heart, 
Poor boy — ^Waits Ludovico ? 

Page. 
Tee, Lady. 
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BiANCA (aMe.) 
There was an angel onoe within his hearty 
Where is it now ? — I have usarp*d his place ! 
Bid Lado^co here. 

Page. 
Yes, Lady. {Exit Page.) 

BlANCA. 

What now ? What briar next to twine around 

The goodly flowers of my better-self? 

What demon orges me ? What fiend directs 7 

Why is it so ? Why, why so riyetted 

Unto thy fearfdl throne. Iniquity ? 

Captiye led — captive bound — ^unwilling slave — 

I must work on and fill my destiny ! 

Oh ! poor excuse ! Oh ! paltry argument — 

Mine inward consciousness, recoiling, shrinks 

From such false reasoning. To feel I'm wrong 

And still persist in wrong— marks me as curs'd. 

With any gossamer I can conceal my face. 

But Where's the veil will hide my conscience firom myself? 

I have no tears, or I would drown my guilt. 

If drown'd 'twould rise a pallid corse, and damn 

My trembling soul with its more fearful ghost. 

But lo ! he comes — 

LuDOVico {eagerly,) 
Bianca ! 

BlANCA. 

Hush ! no time for honey now. 
Gthou art so pledg'd with me to weave the web 
Of our combined and tangled destinies 
That not a word must be a barren seed. 
liOrenzo — Start ! 

LUDOVICO. 

With twenty thousand men. 
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BlANCA. 

Men ! What are men ? — ^They are the ready tools 
Of here and there some greater intellect. 
Subdue the intellect— command the men. 
That's woman's task — ^mine — 

LUDOVICO. 

Thine ? 

BlANCA. 

Yea, mine ! 
{Rings the hell, enter Page,) 

Pens — Ink. {E ant Page.) I have a letter writ. 

LUDOVICO. 

Thou ! Where ? 

BlANCA. 

I' my brain, Ludovico ; I' my brain. 

{Re-enter Page with pens and ink, he places 
them on the table and retires.) 
And now to scatter twenty thouswid men. 

Sit. 

Ludovico. 

I? 

BlANCA. 

Thou. 

Ludovico. 
I'm ready. 

BlANCA. 

And so am I. 
{She dictates; Ludovico writes,) 

** From Aura Capelli, a prisoner unhappy, to Ludovico" — 

Ludovico {starts up.) 
To me ! From her ! 

BlANCA. 

Why not ? {dictates. ) 
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— " to Ludovico Guelpho, happy** 

LUDOVICO. 

Very happy ! 

BiANCA {dictates.) 
"Sharp griefs breed sharp decisions; I have received 
thy letter* — 

Ludovico {starts up,) 
Mine! {aside) Horror! 

BlANCA. 

Sit. {dictates,) 
" Though maiden modesty would fain prevent my pen from 
tracing wordsy which in the writing call the blushes to my 
cheek** — 

Ludovico {aside. 
Oh ! what to mine ? What to mine ? 

BlANCA. 

Didst thou speak ? 

Ludovico. 
Speak ? 

BlANCA {dictates,) 
— " Stilly to save my fathers lifcy I will o*er-rule such 
native shame. Thou sayest that thou wilt obtain my 
father's pardon — life — 

LuDOViOo {starts up,) 

I ! — the air is thick — 

BlANCA. 

On ! {Dictates.) 
**if I will marry thee,** 

Ludovico {starts up and throws the pen down). 
I will not write it ! 

BlANCA. 

Thou shalt. 

p 



66 BIANCA. [act III. 

LuDOVico {bewildered). 

I — I will. Go on. 

BiANCA {dictates). 

" I do love thee not, for I do know thee not, hut time will 
teach me. I ask forbearance for my simple words — 
/ am unhappy, not courtly hred, and so cannot appear 
what I am not. Aura." 

LuDOYico {gazes at Bianca as though stupified). 

Can this be real ? 

Bianca. 
It is. (Rings the hell, enter page.) Taper — ^wax. 

{Exit page. 

LUDOVICO. 

My eye-balls bum while they do stare on her. 

Bianca {aside, with great anguish). 

My heart ! my heart ! — Goodness hath vanished quite. 

[Enter page, and is ahout to go out. 
I had forgot — ^my ring. No, not my ring. 
That would betray. Within my cabinet 
Thoult find a seal belonged to Mario, 
The crest — a lion murder'd by a fox. [Exit page. 

LUDOVICO. 

I'm all amaze. {Aside.) A speaking marble, she. 
So calm — so cold — so colorless. Breathes she ? — 
Bianca ! — 

Bianca {whispers). 
{Enter page with the ring, she folds and seals the letter.) 
Hush ! Now address it. 

LUDOVICO. 

I ^I cannot. 

Bianca {contemptuously). 
Cannot ! Then will I guide thy hand. {She takes his hand.) 



1 
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LUDOVICO. 

How cold it is ! 

BiANCA {pointing to h^r heart). 
The fire is burning here. 

LUDOVICO. 

To whom ? 

BiANCA {dictates). 

To " Ludovico Guelpho, 

' His Pala^ce, 

Florence" 
Now — {walks to the wing) — now deliver it. {Turns to go.) 

LuDOVico {leaning upon the table — whispers). 

To whom ? 

BiANCA. 

Lorenzo Vitelli ! — [Ea:it. 

LUDOVICO. 

My youth is wither'd, and the early fire 
Of my fair promise smouldered to an ash. 
Oh ! leprous sin, how beautiful art thou. 
When through such lips as hers, thou whieperest 
Thy subtle witchcraft to the list ning soul ! 
'Twas so the first man fell. — So fall I now — 
So will not fall the last ! — Would I were he. 
Why, there she stood, and while my frame 
Was all convulsed with dreadful fear of her. 
E'en while I knew her very thoughts were damnable, 
I would, had she but breathed it, cursed my sire — 
Slain my mother — done things so horrible 
That horror s snakes themselves had stood aghast ' 
I know that she is devilish — that I am weak — 
That I am retrograding day by day from God, — 
That with a^ fine yet snapless thread she leadeth me 
To that fell land whose sun is sunless — fire. 
And yet, e'en there — e'en there — I'll follow her ! [Ea:it. 

F 2 
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SCENE II. 

Mountains in the distance. Tents, dtc. Soldiers keeping 
guard. The camp of the Free-lances, dtc, dec, 

Lorenzo (sitting). 
Conspiracy — a word most pregnant of 
Great miseries ! Conspiracy — a word 
That pales the cheek of stoutest hearted men. 
What ! thm conspirator on private wrong ! 
Shall I an unit 'mid the millions who 
Live in the courts of sweet prosperity, 
O ertum the temples of most righteous Peace 
Because gainst me are closed its hallow'd gates ? 
True, I have suflFer'd wrong, indignity, 
That she I love is rudely torn away, 
Her father shackled, that both undergo 
The penalty of being weak within 

The grasp of power (pauses,) 

What ! deluge Florence streets with brothers' blood ! 
Her churches rob, and make each holy spot 
A bed for lust to sport and gloat upon ? 
Her houses bum — ^make children fatherless ; 
Fathers childless — 'make widows of her wives ? 

Of her daughters Horror ! horror ! (Pauses and walks 

aside,) 

(Enter Markham, splendidly armed, Ouido, Elpino, and 

others,) 

» 

GuiDO (contemptuously,) 
Conscience ! 
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Markham. 
A very ragged coated gentleman, 
Who walks amid your lace and braveries 
Discarded, scom'd, and jeer d, the butt for fools ! 
But mark, Sir Conscience is a gentleman. 
And won his coat of arms before the flood. 
Hast any of his blood within thy veins ? 

GuiDO. 
Sir Englishman ! 

Markham. 
I did not say thou hadst. 

GuiDO* 



Sir Englishman ! 



Markham. 
So loud ! You'll wake your conscience. Sir, 
And when awake she stings most damnably. 

(GuiDO draws his sword.) 
Sirrah! 

Markham. 
Nay, nay, too hot. 

GuiDO. 
Cold blood — cold land. 

Markham. 
Speak of myself, thou'rt welcome as the day. 
But rail against my native land — {crosses swords with Guido.) 

Elpino. 
Nay, nay. 

Lorenzo. 

I will not do it (Starts). 

Hold I on your lives \— {Markham disarms Guido,) 

Markham. 
Call this a sword — a spit ! 



'^ 
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Lorenzo. 
Markham ! 

Markham. 
What ! stand and hear this Florence pup 
Bay at a land that hreedeth men, not — dolls ! 

GuiDO. 
It goes against — 

Markham. 
Thy stomach, good Guido. 
There ! there ! Give me thine hand — I pardon thee. 
Thou'lt fight, and well enough when that green heard 
Of thine stubbles Sola ! {Enter an Officer,) 

Officer. 
Ambassador from Genoa. 

Lorenzo. 
From Genoa ? {Enter Ambassador,) 

Ambassador. 
Hail, valiant Sir — and ye less valiant not. 
Though lesser known. My master, Genoa, 
Who lately felt the edge of your keen swords, 
Until he smarted for't, has had report. 
The ill return that graceless Florence yields 
To those who saved her from a foreign yoke. 

Lorenzo. 
What > this to Genoa ? 
A country cannot act so foul a part 
Toward a single man, would justify 
That man in doing public wrong to gain 
His private right. 

Ambassador. 
My master through me speaks. 

Markham. 
I don't much like the conduit. 
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Ambassador. 
K you with Genoa should overthrow 
The puissant Duke who lords the Florence States, 
Lorenzo then shall take the title of — 

Markham. 
Mark — the title. 

Ambassador. 
The Duke of Tuscany, 
With Genoa's fair child for wife, 

Lorenzo. 
Hast thou yet finish'd, Genoa ? 

Ambassador. 
I have. 

Elpino. 
What — greatness and a wife ! 

Markham. 

Both mischievous ! 

GUIDO. 

Our arms shall shake those haught and ingrate walls. 

Mareham. 
About thine ears. 

Elpino. 
The fame — 

Mareham. 
Your honest fame is won by honest deeds. 

GuiDO. 
Glory — 

Mareham. 
Fiends fire the man! what glory can there be 
In burning down the house your father built ? 
I am a soldier, fight for pay, and yet 
Would rather, through extreme of poverty, 



Walk bare and hungry throngh your Flor^ioe etreeta 
Than I would egg boys on — 

Elpino and Guido. 



Makkham. 

Egg boys on, 
Themselves bat scarcely fledg'd, to pull the neste 
That they were nurtur'd in. {to Lorenzo). My sword is thine, 
I love not Florence, care not for Genoa, 
And I will drag my tongue up by its roots. 
And scornful spit it into Glory's face, 
'Ere I will urge my friend to deeds, will make 
Him blush to hear, me blush to say ! 



Fair Sir— 
Markhah. 
Go to Genoa ! 

I've done wild deeds within my time, — mayhap 
May still do more ; but Heav'n sometimes wakes 
The good, brave spirit 'neath this case of steel. 
And I remember. Sir, with gratitude. 
My father's name —the cross upon my sword. 

{Kisses the cross on his sword.) 

Lorenzo. 
Thou hast thine answer, Genoa. 
Mine honourable wounds are fresh and green. 
What ! make them burst and gape with utter shame ? 
""""* I turn a base and cursed Themistocles ? 

Bt the jewel of mine ancient honour in 

FalBe and tamish'd metal as revenge ! 

, thou bast thine answer, Genoa. 
Ambassador. 

aster. Sirs, does thank ye both by me. 
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Mabeham. 
His ears and tongue must then be marvellous. 

Ambassador. 
For you, sirs, you shall rue — 

Markham {stopping him). 

What ? Doing right ? 
There's balm for rue. How now ? 

{Exit Ambaasador, and enter Free-lance with a 
Florentine officer prisoner.) 

Officer. 
A prisoner ! Our skirmishers, who rode 
Too near to Florence for this gentlemein, 
Found this despatch — 

Lorenzo {putting it back). 
'Tis not for me. 

Markham {taking it). 

Pardon. 
In love and war — ^you know the adage, sirs. 
{Gfives the letter to Lorenzo.) Hold, friend, I've heard these 

paper messengers 
Bear in their folds a poison that will blast 
The eyes that look on them. 

Lorenzo. 

To whom ? Ludovico ! {reads) 
What's this ? 

Markham. 

What, man ! can rags with black on them 

So fright the red from off a soldier's cheek ? 

Lorenzo. 

From her to him ! 

Elpino. 

Lorenzo. 

GuiDO. 
Friend. 
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Lorenzo. 

From her ! 

Markham. 
From whom ? 

Lorenzo. 
To him I 

Markham. 
To whom ? 

Lorenzo. 

Tea, thou* art right. 
There is Italian poison in't. Bead, read ! 
{Aside,) She write those words. We have not convers'd 

much; 
We have not said we loved. She wrote them not. 
{To Markham,) Well, what means that smile? Well, 

wilt answer not ? 
Is she a lily with the fox-glove's juice ? — 
What, smile again ? She did not write those words ! 
I've seen her, hold a sword against her heart 
To save her father s life — that hand would shrivel up 
Ere it would trace words so unmaidenly. 
{To Officer,) Go back ! go back to kennel in the mud 
Of damned pandarism. Go, and say 

Markham. 
To Bianca, I am a proper man, 
And live somewhere in Tuscany. 

Lorenzo. 
The lady Bianca ! From thence the shaft ? 

Markham. 
From thence the shaft. Hark, sirrah ! in thine ear {To 

Officer.) 
But that my sword would rust with such false blood, 
rd carve " Sir Go-between" upon thy brow I 
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{To Soldier.) Convey him out, and with your saddle girths 
Lash him from tent to wall ! {To Lorenzo.) A man, my 

Mend, 
Is no true man, who, on such slight suspect. 
Would douht the honest faith of her he loves. 

Lorenzo. 

Thou true and noble friend 

I will to Florence — there will face the Duke. 
Justice will have — will have it righteously. 
A letter forged — ^by her — that fearful one — 
To Florence, friends ! 

Elpino. 
Beware ! 

Lorenzo. 

Aye, trust me, sirs, 
I will not rashly leap to danger s arms. 
Unless, like Boman Curtius, to fill 
The gap, and heal my bleeding country's wounds ! — 
To Florence, sir. 

Markham. 
These petticoats ! These petticoats ! {Exeunt. 

Hall in the Ducal Palace. 
Enter Duke^ followed at a distance by Senators ^ dec. 

First Senator. 
Observe the Duke. 

Duke. 
I saw him in his prison-house ! — 

Second Senator. 
His brow contracts. 

Duke. J 

So firm — so good — so great ! - 
My soul fell back from him repulsed — ^rebuked. 
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His words rang clearly as a well-toned bell, 
And every note struck on my shiv ring sense 
Hard as the sabbath s tongue on crouching guilt. 

First Senator. 
He speaks. 

Second Senator. 
He stares. 

First Senator. 
And yet he nothing sees. 

Duke. 
Nor threats, rewards, could move his stedfastness. 
And I, a king with royal power, wiD, 
Did envy him, that poor imprisoned man. 
Oh ! empire ! empire ! in thy cold abode 
live hate and fear — and from thy splendid waste 
Fly all that's good, or great, or beautiful ! 
A king should be immortal in his joys. 
A golden set off to his gilded griefs. 
Oh ! men have yet to learn,- the higher state 
The greater wretchedness. {Sits down.) 

First Senator. 

All is not well. 

Duke. 
He was my boyhood's friend ! — Oh ! would that I 
Could live one hour of my youth again. 
When fancy, leaping like an unbroke ste.ed, 
Convey 'd me bravely on through endless fields 
Of wild, luxuriant thought. Oh ! then my soul 
Was waveless as my own Italian seas. 
In which sweet Hope, as in a mirror gazed, - 
And knew that she, indeed, was beautiful ! 
Come ! come ye back to me. {Pauses.) 

First Senator. 
The Duke grows old — 



Second Senator. 

Metfaiaks incapablfi. 
Ddke (much affected). 
Come! come! the aims of my dqeotad soul 
Are opened wide to ye — and these warm tears 
Shall jewel ye ; — then with thdir foller stream 
Shall drown both ye and me ; — and ye — and I 
And thoDght — shall die — all — of — oa — to — g 

First Senator. 
Tonr Graee is ill ! 

Ddke {payt no attention.) 
My brain hath grown so weak, and mem'ry leap 
By fits and starts ; one moment light, and then 
The indistinctness of a dull oblivion, {Starts i 
I'll hold death off. How dare he soil a king ? 
I will be good t^ain ! I will be yonng ! 
And, like a fountain's tress, will vannt aloft — 
And then — will, like it — fall !— (Smi» down.) 

Second Senator. 
Toot Grace is pale ' 

Duke {looking wildly up.) 
Befused ! I'm old again. 
Second Senator. 
My master's sick. 

Ddkb. 
And much his servant cares. 
Second Senator. 
Your Grace misreads me much. 
Duke. 

Sick 1 sick wii 
In body I am strong ; in intellect 
fiobust and vigorous. {Aside.) Do I look siol 
Yes, Sir, the State is very, very ill. 
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And you, grave doctors, must find medicine, 

Not finding, use the knife. (Aside.) But not on me. 

I have my witnesses ; yea, proof on proof. 

And added proof to that, that they are foe? 

To Florence and to me — that they resolve 

To overthrow the State — to steal the crown. 

To take my life — and yours ; — yea, all your lives. 

Senators. 
Who, my Lord ? 

Duke. 
I say they aim our lives. 
And 'neath a veil of fair hypocrisy 
Conceal the traitor s purposes ! We are not safe ! 
Are you a friend ? Or you ? 

Senators. 

We all are friends. 

Duke. 
Unto yourselves — a king hath not a friend. 
Ye are not safe. I know't — while you repose 
Upon the velvet heds of ignorance, 
I lie on thorns of knowledge. Up, Sirs, up ! 
The wolf is near the fold. (Aside,) Aye, they are sheep ! 
I say they come. 

Senators. 
But who, my Lord ? 

Duke. 

Tremhle ! 
Lorenzo comes — the English Captain comes. 
The Genoese : — they've friends within these walls. 
The chiefest engine of this damned plot. 
The head, the wit, is banished Mario. 

Senator. 
Mario! 
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Duke (aside,) 
Is that the start of guilt or fear ? 
Be sure that none of ye are Mario s ; 
Be sure the hand that covers o'er each heart 
Hath not a knife — start not — ^ye have no knives — 
Yet hrother trusts not hrother when the fire 
Of fierce conspiracy rolls up against a State. 

Senators. 
What means your Grace ? 

Duke. 

That exiled Mario's 
Betum'd to wound his peaceful country's sides ; 
But, while ye slept, I was awake — and as 
His hand was raised, I caught it 'ere it fell. 

Senators. 
Death to him ! {Mario is seen coming, followed 

by Aura, in chains.) 

Duke. 
Death to him 1 (aside) Music ! Music ! 
See where the old man comes, his head upthrown 
As though 'twere crown'd with whitest innocence. 
He will deny, and eloquent in words 
Will win your hearts, will make you all helieve 
That you yourselves are traitors, and not he. 
See walking by his side his pale-faced child. 
She looks as fair and guileless as did Eve 
Before her fall ; — she's canker'd inwardly. 
And cunning as the Serpent whispering. 

(Enter Mario shackled, followed hy Aura,) 

Mario. 
Which is the Duke of Tuscany ? 

Duke. 

Which? 



i 
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Mario. 

Which? 
I will not know the man ; which is the Duke ? 
The head of this great State, so deeply sworn 
To guard its liberties, so deeply sworn 
To be a passionless and upright judge ? 
Which is the Duke who in his early youth 
Was rightly call'd the Sword of Italy ? 
Who, when the golden bridge was well nigh won, 

Did, like the Soman chief, stand there alone 

Duke {forgetting himself, springs up.) 
No, not alone ; for thou wert by my side. 
(Aside,) Indeed, I'm old. 

Mario. 
And saved his Father-land. 
Which is the Duke whose conscience should be clear 
Of stain or blur as Alpine icicle. 
Whose mind, unswayed by hate or jealousy, 
Should, like a falchion, cleave the right from wrong. 
And spurn the evil ? 

Whose deeds should lift him to that grandest throne. 
His people's love, whose blessings should sit round 
About his head a diadem of prayers. 
And making him to all more beautiful 
Than is a god when girded round with stars ? 
Art thou the Duke ? Thou art the Duke ! 
Thou art God's deputy — so, dare I hold 
These shackled hands aloft, and ask thee why ? 

Duke. 
I told ye so — did not I tell ye so ? 
I told ye he was rich in syllables ; 
That words with him were ready servitors 
To wicked thoughts. {To Mario,) Hear ; if thou canst, 
tremble. 
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Mario. 
I hear, but cannot tremble. 

Aura. 

And why shouldst thou ? 

Duke. 
Banish*d from the State 

Mario. 
Falsely. 

Duke. 

' Righteously. 

Banish'd only, that was our clemency. 

Thou didst return — 

Mario. 

So help me, gracious Saints, 

To fight for — 

Duke. 

Against thy country. Thou didst — 

Mario. 

Duke! Duke! Duke I . 

Duke. 

Say't again, 'twill strangle thee I 

I tell thee. Sir, thou bad, unwholesome heart, 

That by this letter. Sir — this letter. Sir, 

Thou art discovered as a traitor. Sir, 

A monstrous traitor. Sir, a heap of lies, 

A bold and rampant villain. Sir — 

Mario (calmly,) 

A Duke ! 
Duke. 

But, I, I, I — grey-bearded, shaken, worn. 

Will hunt thee. Sir, catch thee. Sir, hang thee. Sir ! 

Aura. 
I cannot even find contempt for him ! 
Ye know my Father, Sirs. Know ye the Duke ? 

G 
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Duke. 
Know ye Mario ? This is Mario. 

{Reads,) " To-morrow we will he in Florence^ Will ye 
80 ? " The soldiers are our friends^ Are they so ? 
" The Duke is old" Is he so ? " We live to avenge 
your injuries" Do ye so ? " Fear not! to-morrow's 
sun shall see you free and Duke of Tuscany T Will 
it so ? That sun will never rise ! 
To whom was this addressed ? By whom addressed ? 
To Mario. 

Mario. 
False! 

Duke. 
Ave, so von sav. 
From Lorenzo Vitelli. 

Aura. 
False! 

Duke. 

Aye, so you say. 
{To Senators,) Ye sleep o'er slumh'ring fire. The Grenoese* 
The English Captain with his thousand spears, {The 

Senators start up,) 
The hungry swords of discontented men 
Ere night will flame around your city walls — {confusion,) 
Away ! away ! Your daughters, wives, and gold ; 
Your shawls, your citrons, and your merchandize— 
Are — safe I My country is my hride, my all. 
And I have saved it — saved it once again. {Falls back 

on his throne,) 
{Aside,) Were I an actor, now, methinks I should 
Receive applause for this. 

Mario. 
Can head, so silver'd hy the hand of time. 
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Breed these hypoorisiea, when it and time 

So soon mnst port ? 

{To Senators.) That I am old, and have a child 

Most like her mother and my griefe ; 

That I am stricken low with cares ; 

That I am weary of this fight 

Twixt good and ill, the heavens know. 

That I would live, and for my child— 

Fathers, be ye the witnesses. 

Sat know ye this, ye reverend senators, 

I will not beg so poor a boon as life. 

Am I so fallen ? No ! So self-lost ? No '. 

Am I so craven ? No ! So slave-like ? Ko ! 

So base as hang upon the purple rohe 

Of bad authority ? Pile words on words, 

Weep tears oo tears, and ask my fellow dust 

To cheat, and for a span, the worm whose teeth 

Shall gnaw both him and me ? — I tell ye, no I 

But, I will coll upon my virtnona deeds. 

Upon my sainted wife — mine ancestors — 

Yea, I will call upon the souls of those 

Whose bodies fell for faith and liberty ! 

On blessed saints \ — Aye, e'en on God himself. 

To vouch for my heart's truth ! Who dare deny 

Such witnesses ? Or who so base, so fool. 

As think that I would, perjur'd, call them forth. 

When I 80 soon must meet them face to lace ! 

DnKE {To Aura.) 
Dost thou not speak ? 

AORA. 

Could I melt stones, I would. 
My honor'd father spake, and my poor tongue 
Could add hut feeble echoes to his words. 
If thou art deaf to his rich eloquence, 

o 2 
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Begot of sorrow, I were better dumb. 

And let wrong'd innocence, defenceless, drop 

Adown the stream of truth, and float to Heav'n. 

I am too sad to speak, save only this : 

Sufficient I have lived, if I may die 

To save my father. 

Duke. 

Wouldst die ? {Aside,) Then she is good. 

Wouldst die so young ? {Aside,) While I, so old, would live. 

Wouldst die ? 

Aura. 
Heaven alone hath amaranths. 
Earth's whitest lily blackens into death. 
I would join my mother. I speak no more. 

Duke. 
Speak, Mario ; confess these traitorous words. {Points to 

letter). 
Lorenzo's false ; accuse him openly. 

Mario. 
Impeach Lorenzo, when I know him true ! 
In heat of battle my dear child was dragg'd 
From her poor home ; around her grimly frown'd 
Those horrors, multiplied a thousand times. 
From which the Boman father with a blow 
Beleas'd Virginia. Lorenzo sav'd my child ; 
There was created then, *twixt him and me, 
A bond so strong that nought can break. 

Duke. 



Sav( 



Mario. 



What? 



Duke. 
{waves his hand, a curtain is drawn and discovers the rack) 
That ! 
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Mario {approaches it.) 
Ha! — indeed, it frowns most horribly, 
And GO its cursed frame are hovering 
Like ghosts, the shrieks, and wails, and prayers 
Of those poor souls that went to heaven hy 
The sharp and bitter road of agony. 

Aura {whispers her father.) 
What is't ? 

Mario. 
The servant, love, of tyranny. 
The rack ! — 

Aura. 
Oh 1 fother ! father ! — kill thyself. 
{To Duke, sinMng down.) Mercy! mercy! — 
Duke {hoarsely). 

Confess his guilt. 
Aura. 

Mercy ! 
Mario. 
What, tell a lie to save a minute's pain ! 

Duke. 
Thou wilt confess. — Wilt doom that innocent ? — 

{Duke makes a sign, they seize Aura.) 
Ma£io {by a violent effort breaks his chains and ru 
to Aura). 
Straws I straws ! — 

I'll slay thee first, my own, my tender one. 
What ! — there 1 there ! — Heaven shatter with thy bol 
This impious house, and curses fierce as hell 
Consume the souls of these ungodly men ! 
what I offer up thy purity to that fell beast 1 
These arms have folded thee from infancy. 
They now shall be thy ezecutiouers. 
Tbey've cradled thee, my sweet, sweet child,' 
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MaBt they now be, oh God ! thy bed of death 

Aura. 
I have slept there oft — death is, you've Baid — but sleep, — 
I believe it so — and so would elumber. 

Mario. 
Grief I Trouble! Death! — all came, and I have bow'd 
To Him that sent tbem, and have call'd them " good." 
But this ! this ! — Aura ! My own lost lamb, 
My own young bud — my fair — my good — my child ! 
Too much ! too much ! — my spirit here rebels ! 
My heart is crack'd — my cup, indeed, is full. 

Ddke. 

Part them ! — {They are parted.) 

Adra. 

Kill me ! kill me ! for my mother's sake. 

Duke (aeide). 

I faint Confess. 

Maeio. 
No, Duke. 

DusE {aside). 

My brain gives way. 
Confess ! 

Aura. 
And make the father's lie the purchaser 
Of his child's life. This is not terrible. {Pointt to therack.) 
'Tis not the fear of pains and punishment 
Which wins these tears from me ; it is that thou, 
""fy dear old father, shouldst stand there and writhe, 
nd something of a maiden modesty, 
ilien I do tbinlt that my unfumish'd limbs 
hall be the gaze of these unhallow'd men. 

Mario {making desperate efforts.) 
,ura ! Aura ! Duke ! 
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Duke. 

Who calls ? 
Aura. 



t 



Mario. 
Though old, there ie a lions strenj^th in me. 

{Breaks his bonds and snatche 
(Kills the executioner.) Inhuman dog! WitI 

sacred sword. 
Made sacred by the act, will I perform 
The holiest deed our annals brag about. 
Quite ! quite o'ercome ! Ill kill her ere she wal 
She is so good, she needs no ush'ring prayer. 
{Enter Bianca hastily. She goes to Duke and 

BlANCA. 

The people are in arms ; they roar and rave. 
Like mighty waves. Be strong ; he resolute, 
Or all is lost. {Duke takes no notice — she si 
He sleeps. Then must I be awake. What's ne 
Seize that dotard. {^E. 

Mario. 
Though blind with tears — death to the first ! C 
{Raises his sword. Lorenzo, followed by j 
Guido, rush into the chamber.') 
Lorenzo {sttiking up Mario's sword) 
Hast lost thy faith in good ? 

MabTO (calmly). 
Almost I had. 
Lorenzo. 
She liveB ? 

Mario. 
Methinks site lives. 
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Duke {starting up as if from a dream,) 
I am Gonzaga, Duke of Tuscany. 

Lorenzo. 
Gonzaga, yes ; not Duke of Tuscany. 
The iron tongue of bold defiance peals 
A people's sentence on their guilty King. 
Wakes not thy perjur'd soul ? Dost hear the shouts ? 
Art deaf? Art deaf? {To Mario.) Up and away; be firm! 
I'd rather lop away my good sword arm 
Than lift a finger against my country's King. 
But thou, thou proud contemner of all right. 
Thou haught upholder of abandoned wrong — 
Thou — 

Duke. 
Well! Well! 

Lorenzo. 

What say'st ? " Well ?" 'Tis iU, exceeding ill. 

Up, up, old Mario. Wake from thy dream. 

Give me thy child. Come {to the Duke) Florence howls at thee. 

{To Mario) Come! 

{Bianca suddenly hursts the doors open at the top of the 
chamber ; she is followed by a large body of soldiers ^ 
who point their muskets y dc., at Lorenzo, Mario, and 
Aura, She stands in the doorway and points to the 
group.) 

Bianca. 

Aye — do ! 
Duke {totters forward to Lorenzo, shakes his clenched 
hand in his face.) 
I am Gonzaga, Duke of Tuscany ! 



end of act III, 



SCENE I. 

The Hall in the Ducal Palace. Duke, 
his Captains, <&c. 

Ddkb {writing, and giving to the differet 
dexpatcheg, who depart on receivin^ 
I'he walls are manned 7 

First Officer. 
They are, my graoioi 
Duke. 
The soldiers paid ? 

Second Officbb. 

They are, my lord. 

Ddkb. 

Wei 
Well oloth'd, irell ann'd, their waots attent 
And, more than all, are they well offioer'd ; 

Third Oiticer. 
Yes. 

Ddse. 
Yes ! Where wast thou bom ? 
Third OrncEE. 

Upon 
Ddkb. 
Where bred ? 

Third Officer. 
The camp. 
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Duke. 
Hast fought ? 

Third Officer. 

Ask thirty wounds. 
The notches on my sword — (draws his sword J, 

Duke. 

And yet beneath 
Those silken gentlemen ? 

C Points to the door where officers have gone out. J 

Third Officer. 

They have birth. 

Duke. 
And thou hast merit ; thou art their equaL 
Take this ; Give me thine hand ; I love such men. 
Now go — Euid mount up to a general. 

(Enter Ludovico armed. J 

Duke (carelessly J. 

The people ? 

Ludovico. 

In strong revolt — 

Duke. 

(To Ludovico. J Hush ! 
Strong in their loyalty. I knew they were. 
Each to his charge. Come back victorious, 
Or come not back at all. (Exeunt J. Ludovico ! 

Ludovico. 
My lord ! 

Duke (writing J » 
Didst ever go a bird's-nesting ? 

Ludovico. 
O yes, my lord. 

Duke (writing). 
And when thou'dst climbed the tree, 
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And reaoh'd the topmost brancli, and wl 
Had elatoh'd the prize, thou foimdst wii 

LUDOVICO. 

What, my lord ? 

Dure. 

Shells— the birds had i 

Lddovico. 

Ddeb. 
And so have I. 

Canst read my story in this bird's-nestin 
I've climb'd, and climb 'd, and reach 'd th 
I raise my hand ; I grasp the long-soag 
Shells ! shells ! I'm not so old, Ludovi 
But I'll essay again. I've done thee vnr 
LuDOTico f starting J 
Wrong ! 

Duke. 
Repenting it, I'll do thee righi 
LuDOTico {aside), 
lUght 
Ddke. 
What though the night be dark, day coi 
Onr child;— BO propp'd by you, and yoi: 
(Leans on LucU 
BlANCA (whispers Ludov. 
Back'd ! Is it true ? 

LCDOVICO. 

Tea. 

Duke (joining their han 
Be happy. 

BiANCA (whispering Ludo 
You are happy ? 
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LUDOVICO. 

Very. 
Duke (going J, 
They do not look joy ; they do not feel it. 
Their hands are clasp'd ; their hearts are wandering 
Amid the mazes of the past ; they cannot find 
The clue to thread the labyrinth which leads 
To happiness. Who can, save they who charm 
The dragon conscience with the holy drug 
Of rarest rectitude ? 

BiANCA (whispers LudovicoJ. 
Rack'd i' the night ? 

LuDOVico (whispers J, 
I have said it. 

Duke (stops at the door J. 
For one short span, the morning breaketh through, 
And with his chaste and silver finger points 
To what they were ! 

Why stand ye there, like unto sculptured stone ? 
(Aside J Alas! [Exit. 

BlANCA. 

Husband ! 

LUDQVICO. 

Wife! 

BlANCA. 

Back'd ! rack*d, didst thou say ? 

LuDOVico (aside J. 
Is't love breeds horror ? 

BlANCA. 

Rack'd, and i* the night ? 
While that pale lady and her handmaidens 
Were looking coldly on. Or was it dark ? 
Did nature shrink and garb herself in black ? 
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Or did she wail like winds a-thro' the aisles 
Of moumfal firs ? Or did she sudden shriek, 
Or pour her thunder forth, while mortal love 
Upon the hlast went cold and shivering 
To find a home in heaven ? Speak to me ! 

LUDOVICO. 

The night was calm. 

BlANOA. 

And thou ? I could have done't, 
But, being done, so done, 1 am appall'd. 
To think that I, a woman, and bom of one. 
And fair and delicate, could grasp a wrong 
And launch it forth a thunderbolt ! ( Whispers) 'Tis done ? 

LUDOVICO. 

'Tis done ! 

BiANCA (throwing him from her, and sinking down). 
How Gouldst thou do it ? 

LUDOVICO. 

She— 

BiANCA (looking wildly up). 

She ! Who ? 

LUDOVICO. 

she loveth only him ! 

(Aside) Taste agony, thou harsh and cruel heart. 

BiANCA. 

On him ; on such a man ! 

LuDOVico (aside). 
Aye, only him ! 

BiANCA. 

From my sight ! From my sight ! I hate thee worse 
Than fiend hates fiend ! 

LUDOVICO. 

I cannot see her thus. 
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I know how much I love this woman now. 
I cannot see her suffer. C Kneels. J Bianca ! 

BlANCA. 

OflF! Off! 

LUDOVICO. 

It is not true — 

Bianca (starting up). 

Say that again ! 

LUDOVIOO. 

It is not true ! 

• 

Bianca (fiercely). 
" It is not true ! " 
Indeed, I'm fallen when he dare do this ! 
Oh, Summer ! Summer ! come thou hack again ; 
Uncrown this dismal ice-king in my heart : 
Not flower-crowned summer, who doth hear 
Within her ample lap, from dying spring 
The sweet inheritance of folded huds — 
No, not that summer, who, with wanton eye. 
The young fruit woos for lusty autumn's arms — 
No, not that summer, who doth hum and glow, 
Until she breed corruption with a kiss — 
But that young summer of my life, when I, 
With careless steps, trod on my happy way, 
And dared to look good people in the face ; 
When my to-days were ripen'd joys which hung 
Upon the golden houghs of yesterdays ! 
Why did he come, to mar this holiday ? 
Why did he come, and with his presence make 
To-days, to-morrows, yesterdays — pale mutes 
Who wait upon my perish'd goodnesses, 
And strew with bitter herbs the dead, dead past ? 

LUDOVICO. 

Oh, my Bianca, it is not too late ! 
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While there'3 a heart to love — to worship thee — 
While there's a breast to lean thine head upon — 
While there's a faith in good ; or while the face 
Of sweet repentance, wet with holy t«ara, 
Smiles in upon the heart's dishevelments. 
BiANCA fmuch affected J. 
Too late ! too late ! So doth the iron ton^e 
Of my bad deeds ring to my guilty soul. 
I have not, Ludovico, said — ^my — prayers. 
Since that dread day so blacken'd with a " No t" 
I have not, Ludovico, dared to soil 
The face of heaven with that fearful breath 
Which unrepenting sinners throw aloft 
From out the cavern of their putrid souls ! 
I have not— dared— to say— to say my prayers 1 
Ludovico (kneeling at her feet J. 
Oh ! would that I could die for thee ! Oh ! would 
That I by years of anguish could restore 
Thy smile, and that which bred it — innocence. 

BlANCA {affected). 
It cannot be ! 1 know it cannot be. 
Last night, an angel on my vigils stole ; 
A bright and glorious thing, whose golden hair 
In loosen'd showers o'er his shoulders fell. 
A crown he wore of dyeless amaranths ; 
With cold, yet pitying eyes he gazed on me, 
Till tears bedimm'd the brightness of their light. 
A bunch of flowers in his hand he bore, 
Which he did place against my burning lips : 
They wither'd as I breath'd ; black, scorch 'd, they fel 
Then did I know the fiend was in my soul I 
I shriet'd with ^ony ; again ! again ! 
No help ! no help ! I knew that I was lost. 
I look'd around ; the angel boy had fled. 
And I was left alone with fear. 



1 
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LUDOVICO. 

OhI Ufe! 
Oh I death ! — This living is a living death ! — 

BlANCA. 

Say no more ! Say no more ! I did not think 

That I again should shed a tear. It is for thee. 

And this, this chaste, cold kiss, — it is the last 

That I shall press upon a human cheek. 

This smile, the last, — ^it is a wintry one — 

I do bequeath it thee ; a wandering beam. 

The last sad flicker from a dying light. 

If I again should speak harsh notes to thee, 

Oh ! think from what a broken lute they come, 

And pardon me. [Exit. 

LUDOVICO. 

" Pardon thee ! " " Broken lute ! " 
Too rudely finger'd by the master " Crime." 
There's music in the discord of thy strains ! 
So sweet ! so sweet ! that they will lure me on 
For ever and for ever. " Broken lute ! " [Exit. 



SCENE III. 

A Prison. Mario and Aura. (Mario asleep J. 

Aura. 
Is't his last sleep ? 

I almost wish it were ; 'twould save him much 
Of mortal agony, me much of that 
Dread afterwards of grief which feeds upon 
The one that's left behind — Poor old Father ! 
Aye, thine hath been a troubled pilgrimage, 
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And none but one so righteoua in hia deeds 
Could slumber thus against the doors of death ! 
Father — 

Masio fnot awake J. 
False ! false, I say ! 
AORA. 

Father ! 
Mahio. 
For thou, thou dost know me true, Marcella ! 

Adba, 
My mother's name ! how sweet it sounds ! 

Mario (waking). 
Marcel — Aura ! — Indeed ! indeed, thou art 
So like to her — she came but now, and clad 
In all her youthful purity, she smiled 
And whisper'd " Mario, there is a place 
In Heaven kept for thee ; be sure thou bring ■ 

Our child with thee — See, T am young again ! 
There all are young c^ain — the amaranth 
Of love blooms on, and on, and never falls. 
Kiss that sweet one who bendeth o'er thee now. 
Farewell, but not for long," With that she stoop 'd 
And left a kiss upon my lip for thee — 
Take it— for God hath sent it thee— and by 
Thy mother — (kisses her J. (Enter Bit 

Aura. 
How sweet it is. 
I feel more happy now. 

BiANCA {aside). 

So do not I. {Enter Duke i 
Bianca, she catches him by the hand and po\ 
Mario). 
( Whispers.) Look there ! Look there ! my heai 
burst with it. 
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Oh ! when did you and 1 so languish on 
That bank of happiness ? 

, Duke {looking at her, bewildered). 
I'm very old. 
And have forgot the past, 'tis all a whirl, 
A giddy circle where they turn and twine, 
The goods, the ills, all quicken'd into one— (jfausfx). 

Aura, 
I'm more than happy now, 

BiANCA (aside). 
Her voice sobs in, as music in a storm. 
My breast is like a low, imarched cav&— 
I cannot breathe — 

Duke. 
We will no further, girl. 
BiANCA (abstractedly.) 
Still ! still my dream is blood— although amid 
The chambers of my life, sweet thoughts, enrobed 
Like lilies, wander on — I will obey 
These monitors, and — 

Aura. 

So Vitelli said 

BiANCA (ghuddering. Aside.) 

Vitelli! 
(To Duke) Thou mayst fall back — but I will march me on, 
Although it be to death — Thou lackest strength ! 
Lean thou on me ! 

^1 be daughter of a Duke — or die I {Noise of shouting 

without.) 
3ar that ! 

Duke (starting.) 
I do ! Old Mario ! 
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Mabio {starting up.) 
Here! 
Duke (comes foneard and places his hai 
shoulder.) 

Mario {calmly.) 
The rushing of a mighty multitude ! 

Duke. 
The hateful murmurs of a rash revolt ! {p 
Dost hear ? Art calm ? 

Mario {places Aura on his knee and a 
Why, vhat is it to 
Duke. 
I'm here to give thee happiness and life. 

Mario. 
They both are gifts beyond thy power. Dub 

Duke. 
Thou wouldst live 7 

Mario (calmly.) 
Yes! 

Duke. 
Then Hve. We ha\ 
For whom we yet a little longer both 
Would linger on the trembling verge of time 
Bianca (whispering the Duke. 
Command, not beg I 

DUEE. 

Aye, aye. The Genoese, 
Our disaffected nobles, and the scum 
That ever rises when the boiling waves 
Of fierce sedition overflow a state, 
I^d by the Enghshman, have forced our wal 
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Mario. 
Well ? 

Duke. 
Forced our walls, and like to molten lead 
Are pouring down our rich and marbled streets. 
(Noise.) Hark! (catches Mario hy the arm,) Were I 
young again ! 

BiANCA (to Mario,) 
Go, case thyself in steel ! 

Go, lead thy Florentines to victory ! (Mario starts up,) 
Go, sweep these tigers from thy native land ! 

Aura. 
Go, father, go ! 

Bianca. 
Go, flash thy falchion in their blinking eyes, — 

Mario. 
And ViteUi ? 

Bianca (fiercely,) 
He dies ! 

Mario (sitting down,) 
So must we all. 
Aura. ^ 
Hast no pity ? 

Bianca. 
For myself, none. 

Aura. 
For me ? 

Bianca. 

None. 
Aura. 
For him? 

Bianca. 
Wert not for him I had been good. 
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Let him who rais'd the whirlwind lull it, if he can. 
If I am wicked, let the blame be his. [Enter Ludovico 

with his armour broken, wounded,'] 

Duke. 
Art thou a soldier, and hast left the field ? 

Ludovico. 
That English fiend— 

BlANCA. 

Go cope with him, or find 

A worse fiend here ! 

Ludovico. 

The city is in flames ! 

Duke. 

Thou liv'st to tell me this ! {totters out) 

BiANCA {aside,) 

, Had he done so ? 

Duke {rushing in with drawn sword,) 
What ho ! my Florentines ! Traitors ! Traitors ! 
Your Duke — Gonzaga, he who led you on 
Through breach, through host, through hostile fire and steel. 
Who shatter d casques like brittle icicles, 
Is here, a rat, a rat, caged like a rat ! 
Heat, ye heavens, your hottest thunderbolts 
And strike this cursed city into dust ! 
{To Bianca,) Like waves they roll! like thunder roar! 

Hark! hark! 
Base dogs ! howl ! howl ! as shall your souls in hell ! 
( Starts forward,) My cuirass — shield and sword ! my old 

black horse ! 
So wont to carry Death upon his back — 
I'll face them to their teeth ! — Charge ! charge ! 
On! Florence! Tuscany — Gonzaga! On! — {Falls back 

exhausted, Mario and Aura approach,) 

BlANCA. 

Back ! nor soil him with a look ! 
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Duke {gasping, to guard.) 
Fetch ! fetch your prisoner ! 

BlANCA. 

What wilt thou do ? 

Duke. 
What's that to thee. 

AuKA {to Mario,) 

There is no hope. 

Mabio. 
Despair is not for life. {Lorenzo is 

brought in chained.) 

Duke. 
So ! so ! my gallant brave ! {Aura rushes to him.) 

Lorenzo. 
Thou, too, my beautiful ! 

Aura {clinging to him.) 

Thou, too ! thou, too ! 

BlANCA. 

{Asid-Cy and gazing fiercely on Lorenzo and Aura.) 
I die ! my brain is fire ! 

LuDOVico {aside — watching Bianca.) 
Seize me, madness ! This is too terrible ! 

Lorenzo {grasping Marios hand.) 
Old friend ! mine eyes grow dim with unhid tears ! 
{Turns to Duke.) Duke — 

Aura {placing her hand before his mouth.) 

Hush, love, hush ! — ^we have not long to live ; 
If thou hast words, oh ! spare them all for me. 
For I have heard their music far too slenderly. {They talk 
aside.) 

Duke {catching Mario by the arm.) 
Art thou a patriot ? 
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Mario {after a pause.) 
No — a father. 

• 

BiANCA (aside — looking on Aura and Lorenzo,) 
Oh ! — that he felt my mortal agony ! 
See how she looks on him, and he on her ! 
They do not think of me ! 

LuDOVico (laying his hand on his dagger.) 

Shall I slay her ? 
E'en where she stands— all — all engulph'd in him ! 

Aura {to Lorenzo). 
Indeed there is a beauty in despair ! 
For then we hold no cover o'er the heart, 
No chain is on the tongue. I love thee — yes ; 
Very, very much ! — (kisses hiin.) 

BiANCA (rushing between them.) 
How durst thou do it ! 
He's mine ! — I'll kill thee while his breath is hot 
Upon thy cheek ! — He's mine ! 

LuDOVico (catching Bianca hy the arm.) 

Devil ! 

Bianca. 

Slave ! — Fear me ! 
Lorenzo. 
Fear thou thyself ! Hell hath no blacker fiend ! 

Bianca (placing her hands over her ears.) 
From him ! from him ! — Be deaf, be deaf mine ears ! 
Those words from him to me ! — they wither me ! 
Congeal the crimson currents of my blood ! — (sits.) 

LuDOVico (tenderly,) 
My Bianca ! 

Bianca (tenderly.) 
I pity thee ! 
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I am upon a pinnacle of grief! 

She said " despair unveil'd the heart !" 'Tis true — 

Duke {starting up,) 
'Tis true ! Hark^ sirs ! the deep, dull shouts of war ' 
Are drown'd within the loud and shrill hurrahs 
Of victory ! 

BlANCA. 

What will you do ? 
{Aside,) I've known him in these fell extremities, 
Out-do the manhood of a man. 

Mario. 
I knew thee in thy younger days, 

Duke. 
And so wilt fail me now ! If I must die — 
I will not die ! Ye shall be free ! 

BlANCA. 

What, sir ? 
Duke. 
Remember whom thou art — {contemptuously) and what 

thou art. 
Old Mario, thou shalt be chiefest man 
Beneath the Duke — thy daughter free to range 
The Florence Court — 
Lorenzo — 

BlANCA {passionately,) 
My husband, and the future Duke. 

Duke. 
And — so be it ! 

LuDOVico {to Bianca,) 
Audi? 

BlANCA. 

Nothing! 
Aura {to Lorenzo.) 

Take life. 
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Lorenzo. 
With that — ^woman ! 

Lddovico {whispers to Biancx 
Thou art my — 

BlANCA. 

The secret heaves within your heart ! — Tel 
There's fire behind — and foaming waves be 
I'll tell your secret, sir ! — {turns to Lorenz 
A lioness for mate once took a mouse, — (^. 

LUDOVICO. 

Hold! hold! Thy burning eye-balls glare 

BlANCA, 

And when — 

Lddovico {to Bianca.) 
I'd rather suffer than that th 
Shouldst hold a lesser place in their esteen: 
They may hate thee, but they shall not des 
'Tie thus I love 1 {Soh 

Soldier. 
The outer wall is won ! 
Duke. 
Go, lead them forth to death 1 

BlANCA {whispering to herfati 
No! not 

Duke. " 
Too late ! Too late ! The pa 
Of shivering remorse creeps on too late ! 
" Oonzaga diea" — ^The whieper'd sentence 
Into his soul ! But he dies not alone I 

BlANCA. 

I fear your looks, my lord,, more than youi 
(Aside.') 'Twas doing well to do't ; to weep 
Now done, doth show a pale, ignoble mind 



106 BIANCA. [act iv. 

Enter Soldier. 

Duke. 
I'll hear no more. 

BiANCA {going to Lorenzo). 
See aU this wrack of circUng misery ! 
These surfeitings of griefs lie on thy head. 
Thou art to die — 

Lorenzo. 
We are to die ! Leave us. 

Duke {whispers to Bianco). 

They come ! 

BiANCA {abstractedly). 

Do they ? 

Mario. 

Death hath already breath'd upon our lips. 

Oh, thou most fearful, fearful beautiful ! 

And thou, old Duke, most terrible in crimes ! 

Upon your death-beds, both, remember me ! {Enter Soldier.) 

Soldier. 

The breach is made within the inner walls. 

{Ludovico rushes out.) 
Duke. 

Away with them. 

BiANCA {to Lorenzo). 

Be saved. 

Lorenzo. 

We are to die ! 

Upon your death-beds both remember me ! 

And may this sweet y9ung face, so richly strewn 

With female loveliness, which thou hast marred. 

Gome like a minister of — 

Aura. 

Holiness, 

And wake thy heart to truer, better things. 



i 
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Duke. 
They whoop and shout like spectres loos'd from hell. 
The sword hangs by a thread. Away with them ! 
Eevenge — then Death. No words! {To Bianca.) Must 
it be so ? 

Bianca. 
Yes ! {They are led out ; as Mario passes the Duke 

he lays his hand on his arm), 

Mario. 
Gonzaga ! 

Duke. 
Well ? 

Mario {pointing upwards). 
In an hour hence, 
Th' avengers come ! \Exit, 

Ludovico enters, 

LUDOVICO. 

Five minutes more. {To Bianca,) Pity! 
To save their lives is but to save our own. 
Thou shalt not die ! {Bell tolls,) 

Bianca. 
Hear'st not that solemn bell ? 
It tolls him on to death. Care I to live ? 
Hark to that dreadful bell ! They murder him. 
My throat is dry. Save him ! save him ! Alas ! 
They cannot hear ! I cannot raise my voice ; 
Oppressed as with a night-mare, I am dumb ! [Exit Ludovico. 

Duke. 

One ! two ! three ! 

Bianca. J 

It drowns the roar of battle. One ! two ! three ! 
Oh, curs6d voice, it fills the very earth. 
And all the vacant space 'twixt here and heav n. 
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{Tries the prison door), 'Tis fast! Shout! shout, old man. 

They do a deed 
Will fiight the very fiend ! Shout ! shout, I say. 

Duke {frantically). 
Victory! Victory! Victory! 

BlANCA. 

He s mad ! I pant, I die — down, down, ye walls — 
For he I love is there — oh ! fearful hell ! 
It fills my soul ! it heats against my hrain ! 
One, two, three ! — Save ! save him — 

Duke {hoarsely.) 

It is too late ! {noise without,) 

BlANCA. 

What's that ? 

Duke. 

Where? 

BlANCA. 

It is the souls of those we've just released. — {Markham 

dashes the door open,) 
Markham {shaking the Duke,) 
If he he dead, or she— I will not leave 
One stone to tell where Florence stood; — and thou — 
Lorenzo ? 

BlANCA. 

Seek him in heav'n. 

{Markham rushes out, the bell ceases to toll, and the 
noise of fighting stops, Elpino, Guido, and 
Soldiers enter, with swords drawn ; they rush to 
the Duke,) 

Duke. 
All's done ! 

Elpino. 
. Vengeance on the tyrant ! 
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BiANCA {folding her arms round him.) 
Back to your duty, slaves ! 

{The Duke gradually falls y she takes his head in her lap,) 
{Shouting mthout, of " Lorenzo ! Lorenzo / Duke of 

Tuscany** Lorenzo rushes in^ followed hy Mario 

and Soldiers, Aura, do.) 

GUIDO. 

Here duty is revenge ! 

LOBENZO. 

No ! no ! if ye be men ! 

BiANCA {looking at Lorenzo.) 
He lives ! 

Soldiers. 
Lorenzo ! Vitelli ! Duke of Tuscany. 

Lorenzo. 
Then with the mantle of my power I 
Encircle them. Who strikes them— dies ! 

{The Duke, insensible, with his head in the lap ofBianca, 
gazes wildly on Lorenzo, who stands between them 
and the soldiers, pointing their swords at the Duke. 
Aura stoops down by the side of Bianca; Markham 
takes the crown and mantle from the Duke and places 
them on Lorenzo s head and shoulders.) 

Mareham. 
Wear them worthily ! 

Soldiers and others. 

Vitelli ! Duke of Tuscany ! 



A 



END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

Room in the*Ducal Palace, 
Markham, Elpiho, Ghiidoy and others. 

Elpino. 
I say he's mad to throw away a crown. 

GUIDO. 

It was not wisely done. 

Markham. 
'Twas wisely done. 
Elpino. 
To give up state, and pomp, and royalty, — 

Mabkham. 
And days of care, and nights of troubled sleep. 
I can discover wisdom in the man 
Who waiveth off the tinsel of a crown. 
He hath a wholesome fear of plots and stratagems ; 
He loveth sweet repose and honest truth ; 
He loveth children^ home, and that content 
Which waiteth on the working of good deeds. 

GuiDO. 
Our Free-lance preaches well. 

Elpino. 

And for a man 
Who loveth peace, he fighteth passing well. 

Mabkham. 
Ye're welcome to your gibe. 
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I Ve not to learn, the face that ever smiles 
Must be the index to a thoughtless heart. 
So thinks the world. Eemember this, my fiiend, 
The death-beds of the great are sorry proofs 
Of that rich happiness, the silly crowd 
Imagines must be centred in a king. 

GuiDO. 
Wouldst be a king ? 

Markham {after a pause). 
Yea, I would be a king. 
For ten short minutes I would be a king. 

GuiDO. 
What wouldst thy kingship do ? 

Maekham. 

First banish thee ; 
Because thy tongue is sharper than thy sword. 
It should be treason for a Florentine - 
To poise a lance, and death to back a horse. 

Elpino. 
A noble Eing ! 

Makeham. 
I would quadruple then 
The pay of my Free-lances who dare fight 
For those who, daring more, — dare run away. 
And, lastly, I would walk me from the throne 
As our Lorenzo did, and find within 
The clasp of some sweet loving woman's loving arms, 
The crown of crowns, my fireside happiness I 
liorenzo was a truer Gentleman, 
men he with grace and conscious dignity _ 
Gave back the* robes— the sceptre — ^power— -state 
To that old man, and with a tender caxe 
Replaced the crown upon his wrinkled brow, 
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And bade " God bless him" to his farthest age. 
Then when he march'd along our Florence streets, 
The chosen King — his noble head unbared. 
The mark of wond'ring eyes. I tell ye. Sirs, 
There's much to love and to respect in him. 

GUIDO. 

Well said. Sir Lance ! — 

Elpino. 

To which I say " Amen." 

GUIDO. 

And now to garland peace with lovers' smiles. 
To-day Lorenzo weds his lady love. 

Elpino. 
So wills the Duke. 

GUIDO. 

And Ludovico wives 

His Bianca. 

Markham. 

So wills the Duke, 

Whose wHl is second to his wand'ring wits. 

I pray you watch the Lady Bianca, 

Such burning fires are not so quickly quenoh'd. 

I fear the day thus well commenced, will not 

So fairly close. But hither comes the Duke ; — 

A-through the clouds and wrackings of his brain 

There plays in sharp, but intermittent flash 

The lightning of his soul, and on the wreck 

Of reason yet, in lonely grandeur sits. 

The pilot guiding with his palsied hands 

That old ship through its dreamy waste of years. j 

\Enter Duke. They all uncover and bow.'] 

Duke. 
(To Markham) Thy knee, sirrah! — thy knee. {Markham 
{To Elpino) Go call my highest ministers of state, [kneeli. 
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{To Gruido) Thou bid my captains sail mine argosies . 
Around the conquer'd world's circumference. 
(To Officer) Build high my city walls with burnish'd gold. 
(To Officer) Eear marble churches whose cross'd pinnacles 
Shall top Vesuvius I — (They all turn to go) Stay ! stay ! 

sirs ! stay — 
A thing of dread import I had forgot. ( They gather round 
(Whispers) Be sure and tell the wind blow westerly, [him. 
And match this velvet ere the sun be set. - 
Where is my sceptre (takes it) — crown (takes it) — my 

sword of state ! 
A king's a king when he is set about 
With what proclaims a king. 

Markham (aside). 
Ah ! poor old man ! the stray threads trip him up. 
'Tis a lesson teaching by example. 
My gracious Lord, the Lady Bianca. 

Duke (starts, places his sceptre hastily down,) 
The Lady Bianca ! mine only child. 
She's fearful as a stormy night at sea. 
Hush, Sir ! Come hither. Sir ; my daughter, Sir. 
She's proud, and beautiful : there is a speck 
On that sweet fruit, and probe it to the core 
Thou'lt find a canker worm — that gnaws — and gnaws. 
She does not honour me : hath little love 
Tor these grey hairs, which have a foolish way 
Of falling o'er mine eyes to hide my tears. 
Is thy sword sharp ? 

Markham. 

The best in Italy. 

Duke. 
Then cleave my wrinkled forehead to the brain — 
I -will not wince ; yet, when that beautiful 
IDo'th seat her at my feet, and with her hand, 

I 
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Smooth as satin, she taketh this old palm 

Within her gentle grasp, and, rich in smiles, 

With tender touches flatters this rough cheek, 

A fear creeps over me — a trembling fear. 

Tell her not so, for she will look on me 

With her enchaining eyes, and curdle all my blood ! 

{Enter Bianca,) 
Hush ! hush ! ( To Bianca,) Sweet ! sweet, be kind, my ladybird. 

Bianca. 
Still crown'd ! What, mantled still ? 

Duke. 

Why not ? Why not ? 
{They all how to Bianca.) 

Bianca. 
Oh ! sirs, your courtesies are pleasant proofs 
Of faithful hearts : {aside) but I do not forget 
Whose swords were pointed at my father's heart. 

Markham {to Guido,) 
She looketh like a sunset, Guido, when 
There is a tempest brooding i' the west. 

GuiDo. 

Mark them. 

Duke. 
Thou rt bravely clad, it is thy wedding-day. 
{Aside,) She frowns — ^and I shall die — ^my pretty one. 

Bianca {abstractedly,) 
My wedding-day ! Thou lookest what thou art, 
Thy crown becometh thee — this ermine, gold. 

Duke. 
I'll have no compliments strung on the cord 
Of fair hypocrisy. I know thee well. {She shrinks,) 
{Aside,) I had her there. 
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BlANCA. 

I do not know myself. 
{The Duke turns away, and amuses himself wi 
(Aside.) For my wild brain doth toss and wh 
In vain I seek to lull the demon who, within, 
With clenched hands and fiercely gleaming ey 
Eejoiceth o'er the empire he hath won ; — 
Would I were he ; he chuckles o'er his toys ; 
His second childhood now embra^eth him. 
There is no past corroding in his mind ; 
No fatnre, with its dread uncertainties. 
Its growing features stealing through the mi si 
Duke {who has placed his croten on Markh 
Ha ! ha ! see ' see ! my ladybird. {Markham : 
Treason ! Treason ! 

BlANCA. 

Father ? 

Duke. 

He stole ray ci 
The jewels all are safe ? I am not dead yet. 
( Whispers Bianca.) To church ! to church ! 

ham.) I shall not die for years. 
{To Bianca.) Lorenzo waits with loving arm 

BlANCA. 

Oh ! God, for whom ? 

Duke, 
Is not this ribbon brave ! 
Bianca {with great anguish.) 
Oh ! very ! very ! sire ! 

{To Markham.) Oh ! sir, as thou dost know n 
Thou wilt, in thought, to me be merciful. 
Take that old man away ; I'd be alone. 
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(Aside.) Though solitude to me is terrible, 

And silence, with her finger'd lips charms up 

A million weeping saints, who fill the void 

With that soul-waking word " repent ! repent !" 

And I cannot repent ! {To Markham.) Take him away ! 

Markham (sorrowfully^ 
Lady 

BlANCA. 

No pity, sir. (Enter Lttdovico,) 

LUDOVICO. 

Come, love. 

Duke. 

We come. (The trumpet sounds,) 

BlANCA. 

Go, take my father hence ; I'll join ye presently. 

LUDOVICO. 

Oh ! smile on me ! one smile ! wilt crush me thus ? 
I am quite low enough. Oh ! hate me not ! 

Blanca. 
'Tis horror of myself makes me hate everything. 

LuDOVico (aside,) 
" And think from what a broken lute they come." 
Come, banish that sick face. 

BlANCA. 

To my sick heart ? 

LUDOVICO. 

For my sake. 

BlANCA. 

Thou hast suffer d much — I will. 

(Enter Duke,) 

Duke. 
Come, sir I Come, daughter, come ; there are blank looks, 
And whisperings — (whispers her,) Lorenzo waiteth thee. 
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BiANCA {to Ludovico,) 
Take that old man away. Alone •' alone ! {Ludovico takes 

the Duke out,) 
"Lorenzo waiteth thee !" — No — not — ^for — ^me. 
For, were all outward barriers removed, 
I should not dare to sully his fair fame 
With such a fallen — canker d one as I. 
Oh ! could I fly one moment from myself ! 
I'd smile, or sing, or laugh, or whirl about 
In giddy circles through the mazy dance ; 
I'd be a very Bacchante mad with wine, 
Or bury my poor head deep in the earth 
As doth a madden d dog — could I but lose myself. 
And for a moment banish from his reahns 
The pale, unlovely form of conscience. {Enter the Dukey 

magnificently dressed y folio wd hy Mario,) 

Mario. 
I pray you, sire — 

Duke. 
A hall! a hall! 
The music curls in sweetest circles round 
The wreathed brows of blushing bridesmaidens. 
A hall ! a hall ! I hand the Lady Isabel, 
She's dark, wijbh hazel eyes, and hair that falls 
In wooing tresses o'er her burning cheeks. 

BlANCA. 

My brain ! my brain ! I prythee, sir, away. 

This is a picture none should look upon. [Font Mario. 

Call thy poor scatter'd wits from out the waste 

Of dim forgetfulness ! Look ! look on me. 

These jewels all are bitter mockeries ; 

For I, thy child, am, with a fest'ring heart, 

Fast falling down into a deep abyss 

From whence there's no return ! 
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Duke. 
I find no music in my daughter's voice. 
Why, why look on me so ? 

BlANCA. 

To learn how to forget. 

LuDOVico. {Enter Ludotico,) 

They come this way ; they must not see thee thus. 

BlANCA. 

I have hut little care of what they see. 

LUDOVICO. 

I do heseech thee Bianca ! The hells ! 

BlANCA-<fl«ld^.) 

Those marriage-hells are like the mutter'd oaths 
Of distant drums ; they tell of death. 

LUDOVICO. 

Of .death ? 

BlANCA. 

The lights gleam i'the halls, the casements glow, 
And martyrs, saints, in red and purple, gleam 
In cold and heartless glory on the glass. 
The flowers yield a faint and sick perfume ; {pauses.) 
Oh ! sir, I shall go mad ; the music speaks 
In plaintive murmurs to my startled soul. 
Which throhs affrighted in its earthly pall. 
See ! see ! they come — a goodly company ! 
His wife ! his wife ! {Enter the bridal party ; the Duke 
joins it, they all bow as they pass Bianca.) 

Aura. 
^ The Lady Bianca ! 

And why so sad ? to see such happiness 
Should, sure, hreed happy thoughts. 

Bianca. 

And so it should. 
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Aura. 
I would that I could give thee half my joy. 

BiANCA {aside.) 
That were hut just, she stole all mine away. 

Aura. 
Or all — ^if I with it could make thee smile. 

BlANCA. 

Oh ! see, I smile ! — ^mayst thou be blest. 

Aura. 
I shall be so. 

BlANCA. 

Yes ! yes ! {Lays her hand on Auras head.) 
Thou rt very fair ! — 

Aura. . 
I'm glad you think I'm fair. 

BlANCA. 

And dpwer'd rich with charms of inward loveliness ! 

{Plays convulsively with Auras hair.) 
Very — ^very fair ! — fair enough lo die, 
And take a place amidst the sinless ones. 

Aura. 
My tears are followers on words that drop 
From oflF thy tongue, as though thy heart were sad. 

BlANCA {hoarsely). 
I do beseech thee, when thou prayest, pray for me, 
{Much affected.) Pass on I pass on ! — nay — ^not a word — 
pass on. 

{As Lorenzo passes her she stops him — looks on him for a 
moment — then buries her head in her hands and sobs 
convulsively.) 

Aura. 

Oh ! Bianca ! — 
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LUDOVICO. 

On ! on ! {They all go out save Ludovico and Bianca.) 
Pray for goodness and it will come to thee. 

BiANCA {after a strong effort,) 

When? 
Joys buried in our sorrows all turn cold, 
As forests tombed in earth turn all to stone. 
I am to be thy wife ! when we are wed, 
I will be most obedient ; Husband ! 
A few short minutes more of freedom, sir ! 
I then will be thy slave ! {She points to the door, he bows 

and goes out,) 
This is the end, and I am doomed to be, 
A chained fever to that hapless man. 
Am I the happy girl my mother blest ? 
Such blessings had far better be unspoke, 
They are but poison lurking in a rose ! — 
{Starts.) Poison ! poison in a rose ! Who said so ? 
Wast thou ? or thou ? — Poison, and in a rose ? 
Fie ! fie ! It was some cavern in my breast. 
Which echoed back an echo of my thoughts. 
{Music.) The sweetest sounds are warbling round the forms 
Which spring from out the ashes of dead Hope. 
But poison in a rose ! — Why should there not ! — 
A fair and blooming child will tell a lie ; 
Why should there not be poison in a rose ! 
{Pause.) She shall not be his wife ! Poison ! — I Ve heard 
That dew-drops, those chaste, cold tears of morning. 
Within the scented bed of some fair herb 
Will lie until it canker it to death ! — 
Poison ! — The fiends awake in me. (Music.) Awaked 
By strains would woo a saint from Paradise ! — 
{Music.) There shall be poison in my rose ! [Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

Scene opens, and discovers the bridal party at the back 
with the Priest ; music, dancing, dc, ; in the fore- 
ground, Markham, Lorenzo, Mario, Elpino, Ouido, dtc. 

Mario. 
Words are but weak conveyancers of joys 
Which fill the heart up to its very brim. 
God bless thee, boy ! 

Lorenzo. 

A richer dower, sir, 
Than that, and you, sweet one, I dare not think 
E er fell on mortal man. 

Markham. 
Deservedly ! 
I never envied thee, my old companion. 
When thou didst head me in the battle-field. 
In camp, in hall ; or when, in softer times. 
Thy brighter glance won every maiden s heart. 
Be sure I now rejoice — and heartily ! 
I wish thee joy — and from my very soul. 

GuiDO. 
And I. 

Elpino. 
And I. 

Lorenzo. 
Thanks ! thanks ! no tears but those of very bliss 
Should dim mine eyes to-day — and yet I weep. 
I have a wanton, deep regret that ye and I 
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No more shall be as we were wont to be. 
I must hang up my sword, my casque, and lance. 
To tilt with blunted speeu: 'gainst Cupid's hejm ! 
Be sure, my friends, — my hand — ^my purse — 

Markham. 

Your wife ? 

Lorenzo. 
Nay, Captain ! Halt ! 

Duke (coming forward with a goblet of wine,) 
Wine ! wine ! more wine ! The giddy moments trip 
In swift, unsteady motion on their road ! 
Bring rosy Bacchus, mantled round with grapes. 
And old Silenus, ruddy as his wines. 
What, sirs ! your heels are glued on to the boards, 
And winter shameth spring ! — Up ! up ! for shame. 
Ha ! ha ! sweet wife — why lookest thou so sad ? 
With thee I lead the dance — dost see her, sir ? 

Mario. 
See whom ? 

Duo:. 
Thou'rt dull of sight — ^my wife — she sits 
At yonder table on the right. She weeps ! 
Ill make her smile. A hall ! {Goes up y followed by all.) 

Mario. 
'Tis sad. 

Markham. 
Retribution ! 
He seeth with his wild, diseased mind. 
And what he wrong'd the most, he seeth best. 

Mario. 
When, in our spring, we sow the seed of crime, 
The autumn doth appear so far away^ 
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We have a hope we shall not gamer it ; 

We think within the tangled web of time 

That God will quite forget the sowing and the fruit. 

But who hath lived to prove this not a lie ? 

See ! see ! he totters from that chair I 

{The vision gradually disappears.) 
Duke {totters down the stage"). 
Ten thousand whirlwinds hurl her into space. 
What did she here ? — She glared upon my face, 
Glared I Glared, I say ! — Glared with her unkind e 
She took my hand^it froze within her grasp. 
She laid her long thin fingers round my heart. 
And, lo ! it stopped ! She spoke t — 
Masio. 

She spoke ? 
Duke 

Didst he 
Maeio, 
I? No. 

Ddkb, 
Nor thou? Nor thou? 
Mareham. 

No, gracious Duke 
Duke (aside.) 
Then all is well. She said— and then methought 
The very lights leap'd as her gentle voice 
Pierc'd like a silver trumpet's through my brain, 
" Thou kill'dst thy patient, loving wife. 
" Who prays for thee." Do I look like a man 
For whom sweet prayers are said? — Tread gently, si 
The earth is full of ghosts 1 — S'death, sirs ! —ye froi 
A hall ! a hall ! — well paint these lilies yet t 

{They all $ 
{The rredding party at the back. Enter Bianca, t 
red rose in her hand, covered icith diamonds.) 
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BlANCA. 

How gay they are. How little do they think 

Of me, who with a breaking — broken heart, 

Am weaid ring round the circle of their joys, 

like fever round an infant's laughing form. {Enter Servant,) 

Servant. 
Most gracious madam 

BlANCA. 

Sir ! — I would do it, \_Exit Servant. 
Although, in milk-white robes, sweet Charity 
Upon the fearful blackness of my heart 
Stares anxiously— =- {Enter Servant,) 

Servant. 
His Grace, the Duke, commands — 

BiANCA {waves him off), [Exit Servant. 
This rose! — ^well — 'tis a rose — it carryeth 
A fearful secret in its perftimed breast ! — 
Which, when divulged, will wreathe Death's lips with smiles. 
{Music louder) It must be so ! — ^The night hath lost her 
stars ! — {Enter Servant. ) 

Servant. 
My Lord the Duke [Exit Servant. 

BlANCA. 

I come — . He kisses her ! 
Perish his Ups ! She kisseth him !— 
God's rainbow is bum'd up. He smiles — {Enter Servant.) 

Servant. 
Lorenzo waits [Exit. 

BlANCA. 

Waits 1 — His arm engirdleth her ! — 
Now Death hath come upon his horse. 
White ! white the horse, but freck'd with blood ! — 
My brain is full of laughter and of fire ! 
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{The Duke comes down crowned with flowers, Bianca 

catches his arm.) 
Again, I say, " Look there ! look there I look there — 
His wife! his wife 4 (Falls on her knees convulsed, the 

Duke bowing and smiling.) 

Duke. 
Our daughter prays. 

Bianca {after a long pause recovers herself.) 

Indeed, she hath much cause. 
Indeed, she hath ! Come, sire, we join the guests. 
{The wedding guests all come down, making presents to Aura. 
Bridesmaidens at the hack, crowned with flowers,) 

Aura. 
Thanks I thanks ! O were I rich in words as thoughts ; 

Priest. 
God's blessing on the beautiful and good. 

Bridesmaidens {chanting.) 

Amen ! 
Aura. 

Te make me weep ; this lavish wealth of love 

O erwhelmeth me ! 

Bianca {aside, advancing.) 

This anguish of sweet music paineth me. 

Markham {to Lorenzo.) 
Beware the Lady Bianca. 

Lorenzo. 
For shame. 

Markham. 
Fire flameth in her eye. 

Lorenzo. 
Pity drowneth it. See ! 

Bianca {approaching Aura.) • 
Rich with presents ; hung round about with smiles, 
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With blessings falling- like dear memories 
Upon the heart-chords on a tranquil night, 
With pleasure rippling on thy maiden heart, 
Unclouded, unalloy'd, most beautiful—- 
The daughter of thy Duke, one deeply scarr'd. 
Dares from her darkness offer thee a gift 
More precious far than all these dazzling gems. 
Which happy thoughtless ones have heaped on thee. 
This rose. 

Aura. 
For me ? 

BiANCA {aside.) 

How innocent she lo6ks. 

I gather d it while bright-eyed morning strove 

With golden blush to woo retreating night. 

I pluck'd it from its bough (aside,) a thorn drew blood ; 

I shook the dew-drops off, and where they left 

The stains of their sweet tears, I placed thereon 

Kich jewels, every one more precious far 

Than mighty Egypt quaff'd to Antony. 

Aura. 
Ah ! lovely rose. 

BlANCA. 

It hath a wondVous charm. 
Aura. 
A charm ? 

BlANCA, 

Its breath will kill sad thoughts, will steal 
From out the brain, the pangs of memory. 
And make the ftiture sweet with lullabies. 
There lies within these vermeil folds a history, 
When told will break the tender hearts of all the world. 
Take thoujyi^s rose, and when its petals fade, 
{To Lorenzo,) Remember me. 
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Lorenzo. 

I will remember thee. 

Markham. 
How wildly beautiful she is. 

LUDOVICO. 

My spirit dies. 

Aura. 
Give me my rose. 

Bianca {offering it, and then withdrawing,) 
Presently. [Aside,) I dare not. 
Her brow is crown'd with such a diadem 
As that fair spirit wore. Yes — presently ! 

Priest. 
Sweet angels guard thee fair and righteous child. 

Chorus. 

Amen! 

Bianca. 
Hark! 

Duke (whispering Bianca). 
Hark ! the angels sing. 

Bianca. 

And devils laugh. 
Duke (who hus taken up a gohlet, and offers one to 

Bianca, who takes it,) 
The bride ! 

Bianca. 

The happy bride. 

Duke. 
Lorenzo and the Lady Bianca ! 

Bianca (drops the cup,) 
This is too much. (Offers the rose and withdf^mos it,) 
(^Aside.) Why, what is death ? (the same.) 
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Take ! take the rose, {tl^ same,) 

{Aside,) Infirm of soul. {Aura and Bianca both hold the 
rose) 

Aura. 
Come, come, thou pretty one, 
I'll keep thee lock'd away with holy charms, 
My sainted mother left me when she died. 

Bianca. 
The dove of peace is resting on her hrow. {offers the rose.) 

Priest. 
May Heaven shield thee from the evil one. 

Chorus. 
Amen. 

Bianca {passionately). 
Oh! God, I cannot do it. {Smells the rose — casts it from 

her — and kneels,) 

Aura {stoops to pick it up). 
Oh! shame. 
Bianca {allows Aura to pick it up, and watches her earnestly 
— and as she is about to smell it she starts up, snatches 
it away and places her foot on it,) 
There's death in it — ! 

Aura. 
Death ! 

Lorenzo. 
Death ! 

LUDOVICO. 

Death! 
Duke. 

Death to Death! 

Who ti4k8 of death, and on a wedding-day ? 

^ Bianca (whispers.) 

Jhe heavy odour wings through all my life. 
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Mario. 
What horror seizes me ? 

LUDOVICO. 

There's something terrible. 

BlANCA. 

No — not to me. 

Hope died o' starving in my barren heart, 

And I had nothing left — not even fear. 

LUDOVICO. 

Give me the rose. 

BlANCA. 

Nay, Ludovico, nay. 
Live and forget ! 'Tis easy ; easy done. 
The wicked ones should die, and be forgot. 
{Totters to Lorenzo) Oh ! let me die where I had hoped to live. 
Mdce — make me richest with a kiss. Alas ! 
My breath hath poison in t. Denied this, too ! 
Ludovico 

Ludovico. 
Dying ? 

BlANCA. 

Dying— pardon! 
Father! — ^playing with his toys — {kisses his forehead) 

Gone — quite gone — . 
Now let me die. {Lorenzo places her gently down with her 
head on his knee, and the Duke plays with her hair.) 

Priest. 
There is mercy for one who repenteth. 

BlANCA {raising herself up,) 
I do ! I do ! I do repent. {Dies, as the curtain fails.) 

THE END. 
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